Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



Ill 





302455251 R 



THE 

PICTURE-GALLERIES 

OF 

ENGLAND. 



Printed by T. Grbbn, 79, Fleet-ttreet, 



//. h':x 



SKETCHES 



OF THE 



PRINCIPAL 



PICTURE-GALLERIES 



IN 



ENGLAND. 



WITH A 



CRITIGISM ON » MARRIAGE ALA-MODE." 



LONDON : 

PRINTED FOR TAYLOR AND HESSEY, 

93, FLEET-STREET, 
AND 13, WATERLOO-PLACE, PALL-MALL. 

1824. 



I OXFORD J 






ADVERTISEMENT. 



It is the object of the following little work 
to give an account of the principal Picture- 
Galleries in this country^ and to describe 
the feelings which they naturally excite in 
the mind of a lover of art. Almost all those 
of any importance have been regularly gone 
through. One or two, that still remain un- 
noticed, may be added to our catalogue rai- 
sonnels at a future opportunity. It may not 
be improper to mention here that Mr. An- 
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11 ADVERTISEMENT. 

gerstein's pictures have been lately pur- 
chased for the commencement of a National 
Gallery, but are still to be seen in their old 
places on the walls of his house. 
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MR. ANGERSTEIN'S COLLECTION. 



Oh 1 Arty lovely Art ! ** Balm of hurt minds, 
chief nonrisher in life's feast, great Nature's se- 
cond course I*' Time's treasurer, the unsullied 
mirror of the mind of man ! Thee we invoke, 
and not in vain, for we find thee here retired 
in thy plentitude and thy power! The walls 
are dark with beauty; they frown severest grace. 
The eye is not caught by glitter and varnish; 
we see the pictures by their own internal light. 
This is not a bazaar, a raree-show of art, a 
Noah's ark of all the Schools, marching out in 
endless procession ; but a sanctuary, a holy of 
holies, collected by taste, sacred to fame, en- 
riched by the rarest products of genius. For 
the number of pictures, Mr. Angerstein's is 
the finest gallery, perhaps, in the world. We 
feel no sense of littleness : the attention is never 
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4 MR, angerstein's collection. 

distracted for a moment^ but concentrated on a 
few pictures of first-rate excellence. Many of 
these chef'd'ceuvres might occupy the spectator 
for a whole morning ; yet they do not interfere 
with the pleasure derived from each other — so 
much consistency of style is there in the midst 
of variety ! 

We know of no greater treat than to be ad- 
mitted freely to a Collection of this sort, where 
the mind reposes with full confidence in its feel- 
ings of admiration, and finds that idea and love 
of conceivable beauty, which it has cherished 
perhaps for a whole life, reflected from every 
object around it* I^ is a cure (for the time at 
least) foj low-thoughted cares and uneasy pas- 
sions. We are abstracted to another sphere : 
we breathe empyrean air ; we enter into the minds 
of Raphael, pf Titian, of Poussin, of theCaracci, 
and look at nature with their eyes ; we live in 
time past, and seem identified with the perma- 
nent forms of things. The business of the world 
at large, and even its pleasures, appear like a 
vanity and an impertinence. What signify the 
hubbub, the shifting scenery, the fantoccini fi- 
gures, the folly, the idle fashions without, when 
compared with the solitude, the silence, the 
speaking looks, the unfading forms within? — 
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Here is the mind^s true home. The contempla- 
tion of truth and beauty is the proper object for 
which we were created, which calls forth the 
most intense desires of the soul, and of which it 
never tires. A capital print-shop (Molteno*8 or 
Colnaghi's) is a point to. aim at in a morning's 
walk — a relief and satisfaction in the motley con- 
fusion, the littleness, the vulgarity of common 
life : but a print-shop has but a mean, cold, 
meagre, petty appearance after coming out of a 
fine Collection of Pictures. We want the size 
of life, the marble flesh, the rich tones of nature, 
the diviner expanded expression. Good prints 
are no doubt, better than bad pictures ; or prints, 
generally speaking,, are better than pictures ; for 
we have more prints of good pictures than of bad 
ones : yet they are for the most part but hints, 
loose memorandums, outlines in little of what 
the painter has done. How often, in turning 
over a number of choice etigravings, do we tan- 
talise ourselves by thinking " what a head that 
must be,*' — in wondering what colour a piece of 
drapery is of, green or black, — in wishing, in 
vain, to know the exact tone of the sky in a par- 
ticular comer of the picture ! Throw open the 
folding-doors of a fine Collection, and y<:^u see 
all you have desired realised at a blow — the 
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bright fHTigiiials starting up in their own proper 
shape, clad with fledb and bloody and teeming 
with the first cottcepttons ei the painter's mind ! 
The dbadvantage of pictures is, that they can- 
Aot be multiplied to any exteut« like books or 
prints ; but this, in another point of view, ope- 
rates probably ai an advantage, by making the 
sight of a fine original picture an event so muoh 
the more memorable, and the impression so 
much the deeper. A visit to a genuine C!ol- 
lection is like going a fnlgrimage — ^it is an act o£ 
devotion performed at the shrine of Art ! It is 
as if there were but one copy of a book in Ike 
world, locked np in some curious casket^ which, 
by speeiat favour, we had bee^ p^mitted toefien, 
and peruse (as we must) with uaaceuslomed re- 
lish. The words would in that case leave ii^inga 
in the mind of the reader, and every letter ap- 
pear of gold. The ancients, before the invention 
of printing, were nearly in the same aiUiation 
with respect to books, that we are with regaid 
to pictures ; and at the revival of letters, we find 
the same unmingled satisfaction, or ferfid enthn- 
siasm, manifested in the pursuit or the discovery 
of an old manuscript, that connoisseurs still feel 
in the purchase and possession of an antique ca- 
meo, or a fine specimen of the Italian school of 
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paiatiiig. literature was not tlie« clieap and 
vulgar, nor was there what is called a reading 
public: and the pride of intellect, like the pride 
of art» or the pride of birfii, was coftfiaed to the 
privileged few I 

We sometinesy ia viewing a celebfated Col- 
lection, meet wi^ an old favourite, a Jir$t love 
in such matters, that we have not seen for many 
years, which greatly enhances the delight. We 
have, perhaps, pampered our imaginations with 
ii M that time ; its charms have sunk deep into 
<Hir minds ; we wish to see it onc« miore^ that 
we may confirm our judgment, and renew our 
vows* The Susi$nMA and the Elders at Mr. 
Aiigerstein^s was one of lliose that came upon 
us under these circumstances* We had seen 
it formerly, among other visions of our youth, 
in the Orleaas Collection,-— ^where we used to 
go and look at it by the hour togetiier, till 
our hearts dlirilled with its beauty> and our 
eyes were filled with tears. How often had we 
thought of it since^ how often spoken of it!**- 
There it was still, the same lovely phantom as 
ever — ^not as when Rousseau met Madame de 
Warens, after a lapse of twenty years, who was 
grown old and wrinkled — ^but as if the young 
Jewish Beauty had been just surprised in that 
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unguarded spot — crouching down in one comer 
of the picture, thefiBu^ turned back witba mingled 
expression of terror, shame, and anconqaerable 
sweetness, and the whole figure (with the arms 
crossed) shrinking into itself with bewitching 
grace and modesty ! It is by Lndovico Caracci, 
and is worthy of his name, from its truth and 
purity of design, its expression and its mellow 
d^th of tone. Of the Eiders, <me is repre- 
sented in the attitude of adtancing towards her, 
while the other be^ons her to rise. We know 
of no paintor who could have improved upon the 
Susannah, exc^t Conreggio, who, widi all his ca- 
pricious blandishments, and wreathed angelic 
smiles, would hardly have given the same natu- 
ral unaffected grace, the same perfect woman- 
hood. 

There is but one other picture in the Collec- 
tion, that strikes us, as a matter of taste or fiem- 
^y, like this ; and that is the Silemus teaching a 
y'oung ApoUo to play on the pipe— a small ob- 
long picture, executed in distemper, by Annibal 
CJaracci. The old preceptor is very fine, with a 
joMy» leering, pampered look of approbation, 
l,^lf indinittg to the brute, half conscious of the 
^j^ad ; t>tt^ i^ ^s ^^ Apollo that constitutes the 
^liarm of the picture, and is indeed divine. Tlie 
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whole figare is fuU of simile careless grace, lawf^- 
ing in youth and beauty ; he holds the Pan's-pipe 
in both hands, looking up with timid wonder ; and 
the expression of delight and snrprise at the 
sounds he produces is not to be surpassed. The 
only image we would venture to compare with it 
lor innocent artless Toluptuousness, is that of the 
shepherd-boy in Sir Philip 8idney*s Arcadia* 
** piping as though he should never be old ! " 
A comparison of this sort, we beCeve, may be 
made, in spite of the proverb, without injustice 
to the painter or the poet. Both gain by it. 
The idea conveyed by the one, perhaps, receives 
an additional grace and lustre, while a more 
beautiful moral sentiment hovers round the other, 
from thinking of them in this casual connection. 
If again it be asked. Which is the mosi admira^ 
hlef — ^we should answer — Both are equally ex- 
quisite in their way, and yield the imagination 
aU the pleasure it is capable of — and should 
decline giving an invidious preference to either. 
The cup can only hefulL The young shepherd in 
the Arcadia wants no outward gprace to recom- 
mend him ; the stripling God no hidden charm 
of expression. The language of painting and 
poetry is intelligible enough to mortals; the 
spirit of both is divine, and &r too good for him, 
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who, instead ei enjoyiog to the utmoet helf hi, 
would find an unwelcome iaw in either. The 
Silenms and Apolh has something of a Raf- 
laellesque air, with a mixture of Correggio^s ar^ 
sensibility — ^there is nothing of Titian in the eo* 
louring — ^yet Annibal Carracci was in theory a 
deserter from the first to the two last oi these 
masters ; and swore with an oath, in a letter to 
his uncle Ludovico, that "they were the only 
true painters ! '' 

We should nearly have exhausted our stock of 
enthusiasm in descanting on these two €<W(iposi- 
tions, in almost any other case ; but there is no 
danger of this in the present instance. If we 
were at any loss in this respect, we should only 
have to turn to the large fHcture (^the Raimg 
of Lazarus f by Sebastian del Piombo ; 



and still walking ODCler, 



Find some new matter to look up and wonder. 

We might dwell on the masterly strength of the 
drawing, the gracefulness of the principal female 
figures, the high-wrought execution, Uie deep, 
rich, mosaic colouring, the massiness and bustle 
of the back-ground. We think this one of the best 
pictures on so large a scale that we are any- 
where acquainted with. The vi^hole manage- 
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ment of Ike design has ft very noble and impose 
ing effect, and eacb part severally will bear the 
closest scrutiny* It is a magnificeat stracture 
built of solid and valuable materials. The arti«t 
has not relied merely on the extent of his canvas, 
or the importance of his subjectj for producing 
a striking result— the effect is made out by an 
ftggi^egftte of excellent parts. The hands, the 
feet, tbe drapery, the heads, the features, are 
all fine. There is some satisfaction in looking 
at a large historical picture, such as this : for 
you really gain in quantity, without losing in 
quality ; and have a studious imitation of indi- 
vidual nature, combined with masculine inven- 
tion, and the comprehensive arrangement of an 
interesting story. The Lazarus is very fine and 
bold* The fiesh is well-baked, dingy, and ready 
to crumble from the touch, when it is liberated 
from its dread confinement to have life and mo- 
tion impressed on it again. He seems impatient 
of restraint, gazes eagerly about him, and looks 
out from his shrouded prison on this new world 
with hurried amazement, as if Death had scarce- 
ly yet resigned his power over the senses. We 
would wish our artists to look at the legs and 
feet of this figure, and see how correctness of 
finishing and a greatness of guHo in design are 
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compatible with, and set off each other. The 
attendant female figures have a peculiar grace 
and becoming dignity, both of expression and 
attitude. They are in a style something between 
Michael Angelo and Parmegiano. They take a 
deep interest in the scene, but it is with the air 
of composure proper to the sex, who are accus- 
tomed by nature and duty to works of charity 
and compassion. The head of the old man, 
kneeling behind Christ, is an admirable study of 
drawing, execution, and character. The Christ 
himself is grave and earnest, with a noble and 
impressive countenance ; but the figure wants 
that commanding air which ought to belong to 
one .possessed of preternatural power, and in 
the act of displaying it. Too much praise can- 
not be given to the back-ground — the green and 
white draperies of some old people at a distance, 
which are as airy as they are distinct — the build- 
ings like tombs — ^and the different groups, and 
processions of figures, which seem to make life 
idmost as grave and solemn a business as death 

r 

itself. This picture is said by some to have been 
designed by Michael Angelo, and painted by 
Sebastian del Piombo, in rivalship of some of 
Raphael's works. It was in the Orleans Gallery. 
Near this large historical composition stands 
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(or is suspended in a case) a sbgle head, by 
Raphael, of Pope Julius II. It is in itself a Col- 
lection — a world of thought and character. 
There is a prodigious weight and gravity of look, 
combined with calm self-possession, and easiness 
of temper. It has the cast of an English counte* 
nance, which RaphaeFs portraits often have, 
Titian^s never* In Raphael's the mind« or the 
body, frequently prevails ; in Titian's you always 
see the soul — ^faces ** which pale passion loves." 
Look at the Mnsic-piece by Titian, close by in 
this Collection — ^itis '' all ear," — ^the expression 
is evanescent as the sounds — the features are 
seen in a sort of dim chiaro scuro, as if the con- 
fused impressions of another sense intervened — 
and you might easily suppose some of the per- 
formers to have been engaged the night before in 

Mask or midnight serenade. 
Which the starred lorer to his mistress sings, 
Best qnitted with disdain.* 

The ruddy, bronzed colouring of Raphael ge- 
nerally takes off from any appearance of noc- 

* We like this pictare of a Concert the best of the three 
by Titian in the same room. The other two are a Ganymede, 
and a Venus and Adonis ; the last does not appear to as from 
the hand of Titian. 
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turnal watching and languid hectic passion ! 
The portrait of Julius II. is finished to a great 
nicety. The hairs of the beard, the fringe oa 
the cap, are done by minute and careful touches 
of the pencil. In seeing the labour, the consei- 
entious and modest pains, which this great paint- 
er bestowed upon his smallest works, we cannot 
help being struck with the number and magni^ 
tude of those he left behind him. When we 
have a single portrait placed before us, that 
might seem to have taken half a year to com- 
plete it, we wonder how the same painter could 
find time to execute his Cartoons, the compart- 
ments of the Vatican, and a thousand otiier 
matchless vmrks. The same account serves fW 
both. The more we do, the more we can do. 
Our leisure (though it may seem a paradox) is 
in proportion to our industry. The same habit 
of intense application, which led our artist to 
bestow as much pains and attention on the study 
of a single liead, as if his whole reputation had 
depended on it, enabled him to set about the 
greatest works with alacrity, and to finish them 
with ease. If he had don^.any thing he under- 
took to do, in a slovenly disreputable manner, he 
would (upon the same principle) have lain idle 
half his time. Zeal and diligence, in this view. 
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make life, short as it is, long. — ^Neither did 
Raphael, it should seem, found his historical 
preteBsions on his incapacity to paint a good 
p<»trait. On the contrary, the latter here looks 
▼erj much like the comer-stone of the historical 
edifice. Nature did not pttt him out. He was 
not too Igreat a genius to copy what he saw. He 
prohably taught that a deference to nature is 
the beginning of art, and that the highest emi- 
nence is scaled 1^ single steps! 

On the same stand as die portrait of Julius H. 
is the much vaunted Corrcggio— the Chrixt m 
the Garden, We would not gire a farthkig for 
it. The drapery of the Christ is highly finished 
in a silver and azure tone — but high finishing is 
not all we ask from Correggio, It is more wor- 
thy of Carlo Dolce. — Lest we should iforget it, 
we may mention here, that the admired por- 
trait of Govareins was gone to be copied at 
Somerset-house. The Academy have then, at 
length, fallen into the method pursued at the 
British Gallery, of recommending the students 
to copy from the Old Masters. Well — better 
late than never ! This same portrait is not, we 
think, the truest specimen of Vandyke. It has 
not his mild, pensive, somewhat effeminate cast 
of colour and expression. His best portraits 
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have an air of faded gentility about them. The 
Govarcius has too many streaks of blood-co- 
lour, too many marks of the pencil, to convey an 
exact idea of Vandyke's characteristic excel- 
lence ; though it is a fine imitation of Rubens^s 
florid manner. Vandyke's most striking por- 
traits are those which look just like a gentleman 
or lady seen in a looking-glass, and neither 
more nor less. 

Of the Claudes, we prefer the St. Ursula — 
the Embarking qf the Five ITumsand VirgvM — 
to the others. The water is exquisite ; and the 
sails of tibe vessels glittering in the morning sun, 
and the blue flags placed against the trees, 
which seem like an opening into the sky behind 
—so sparkling is the effect of this ambiguity in 
colouring — are in Claude's most perfect manner. 
The Altieri Claude is one of his noblest and - 
most classical compositions, with towers, and 
trees, and streams, and flocks, and herds, and 
distant sunny vales, 

■ W here universal Pan, 
Knit with the Graces and the Hours in daiioe, 
Leads on the eternal spring :•— 

but the effect of the execution has been dead- 
ened and rendered flat by time or ill-usage. 
There is a dull, formal appearance, as if the 
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different masses of sky, of water, &c., were 
laid on with plates of tin or lead. This is not 
a general defect, in Claude : his landscapes have 
the greatest quantity of inflection, the most de- 
licate brilliancy, of all others. A lady had been 
making a good copy of the Seaport , which is a 
.compa,nion to the one we have described. We 
do not think these Claudes, famous as they are, 
equal to Lord £gremont*s Jacob and Laban ; to 
€iB^ Enchanted Cattle ; to a green vernal Land- 
•4Kape, which was in Walsh Porter's Collection, 
,and which was the very finest we ever saw ; nor 
to some others that have appeared from time to 
time in the British Institution. We are sorry to 
make this, which may be thought an ill-natuied, 
-remark : but, though we have a great respect 
for Mr. Angerstein^s taste, we have a greater 
for Claude Lorraine's reputation. Let any per- 
sons admire these specimens of his art as much 
as they will (and the more they admire them, 
the more we shall be gratified), and then we 
will tell them, he could do far finer things than 
these ! 

There is one Rembrandt, and one N. Poussin. 
The Rembrandt (the Woman taken in Adultery J is 
prodigious in colouring, in light and shade, in pen- 
cilling, in solemn effect ; but that is nearly all — 

c 
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or outward shovir 
Eiaborate, of inward loss exact. 

NeTerthelfsSj it is wojtth any money. The 
Christ hoA poMideixdik seriauaness aiid>d|gBfity 
of aspect. The marble pavement, of whieh the 
light is tven da^Aw^; the figures of the two 
Babbis to the right, radiant with crim8on» green, 
and azfire ; the bacl^-ground, which seems like 
some rich oil-colour smeared over a ground of 
gold, and where the eye staggers on from one 
abyas of obscurity to another, — place this pie- 
ture in the first rank of Rembrandt's wonderful 
performances. If this eiUraordinary genins was 
the most literal and vulgar of draughtsmen, he 
was the most ideal of colourists. When Annibal 
Caracci vowed to God, that Titian and Correg- 
gio were the only true painters, he had not aeen 
llembrandt ; — if he had, he would have added 
him to the U^t. The Povasin is a Donee of 
Bacclumais : theirs are not *' pious orgies.*' It 
is, however, one of this master's finest pictures, 
both in the spirit of the execution^ and the in- 
genuity and equivoque of the invention* If the 
purity of the drawing will make amends for the 
impurity of the design, it may pass : assuredly 
the same subject, badly executed, would not be 
endured ; but the life of mind, the dexterity of 
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combination displayed in it, supply the want of 
decoriun. The old adage, that " Vice» by los- 
ing all its grossness, loses half its evil/' seems 
chiefly applicable to pictures. Thus a naked 
figure, that has nodiing bat its nakedness to re- 
commend it, is not fit to be hung up in decent 
apartments. If it is a Nymph by Titian, Cor- 
reg^O's lo, we no longer think of its being 
naked ; but merely of its sweetness, its beauty, 
its naturalness. So far art, as it is intellectual, 
has a refinement and extreme unction of its 
own. Indifferent pictures, like dull people, 
must absolutely be moral ! We suggest this as 
a hint to those persons of more gallantry than 
discretion, who think that to have an indecent 
daub hanging up in one comer of the room, is 
proof of a liberality of gusto, and a considera- 
ble progress in virtH, Tout au contraire. 

We have a clear, brown, woody Landscape 
by Ga$par Poussin, in his fine determined style 
of pencilling, which gives to earth its solidity, 
and to the air its proper attributes. There are 
perhaps, no landscapes that excel his in this 
fresh, healthy look of nature. One might say, 
that wheriever his pencil loves to haunt, " the 
air is delicate." We forgot to notice a St. John 
in the fi^ildemessy by A. Caracci, which has 

c2 
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much of the autumnal tone, the "sear and yel- 
low leaf/' of Titian's landscape-compositioiis. 
A Rape of the SabineSf in the inner room, by 
Rubens, is, we think, the most tasteless picture 
in the Collection : to see plump, florid viragos 
struggling with bearded ruffians, and tricked 
out in the flounces, furbelows, and finery of the 
court of Louis XIV. is preposterous. But there 
is another Rubens in the outer room, which, 
though fantastical and quaint, has qualities to 
redeem all faults. It is an allegory of himself 
and his three wives, as a St. George and Holy 
Family, with his children as Christ and St. John, 
playing with a lamb ; in which he has contrived. to 
bring together all that is rich in antique dresses, 
(black as jet, and shining like diamonds,] trans- 
parent in flesh-colour, agreeable in landscape, 
unfettered in composition. The light streams 
from rosy clouds; the breeze curls the branches 
of the trees in the back-ground, and plays on 
the clear complexions of the various scattered 
group. It is one of this painter* s most splendid, 
and, at the same time, most solid and sharply 
finished productions. 

Mr. Wilkie's Alehouse Door is here, and de- 
serves to be here. Still it is not his best; though 
there are some very pleasing rustic figures. 
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and some touching passages in it. As in his. 
Biind'Man*s-iuff, the groups are too straggling, 
and spread over too large a surface of bare fore-, 
ground, which Mr. Wilkie does not paint well. 

* 

It looks more like putty than earth or clay. The 
artist has a better eye for the individual details, 
than for the general tone of objects. Mr. Lis- 
ton*8 face in this ** flock of drunkards'* is a 
smiling failure. 

A portrait of Hogarth, by himself, and Sir 
Joshua's half-length of Lord Heathfield, hang 
in the same room. The last of these is certainly 
a fine picture, well composed, richly coloured, 
with considerable character, and a look of nature. 
Nevertheless, our artistes pictures, seen among 
standard works, have (to speak it plainly) some- 
thing old-womanish about them. By their obso- 
lete and affected air, they remind one of anti- 
quated ladies of quality, and are a kind of 
Duchess-Dowagers in the art — somewhere be- 
tween the living and the dead. 

Hogarth's series of the Marriage a-ia-Mode* 
(the most delicately painted of all his pictures, 
and admirably they certainly are painted) con- 
cludes the Caiaiogue RaUannke of this Col- 

* The Reader, if he pleases, may tarn to an Essaj on 
this sabject in the RowUl Table. 

c3 
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lection. — A study of Heads, by Correggio, and 
some of Mr. Fuseli's stupendous figures from 
his Milton Gallery, are on the staircase. 
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It was an the 6th of November that we went 
to see this Gallery. The morning was mild, 
calm, pleasant : it was a day to ruminate on the 
object we had in view. It was the time of year 

When yellow leavee, or few or none, do hug 
Upon the branches ; 

their scattered gold was strongly contrasted 
with the dark green spiral shoots of the cedar 
trees that skirt the road ; the sun shone faint 
and watery, as if smiling his last ; Winter gently 
let go the hand of Summer, and the green fields, 
wet with the mist, anticipated the return of 
Spring. At the end of a beautiful little village, 
Dulwich College appeared in view, with modest 
state, yet mindful of the olden time ; and the name 
of Allen and his compeers rushed full upon the 
memory ! How many races of school-boys have 
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played within its walls ^ or stammered out a les- 
son, or sauntered away their vacaiit hours in its 
shade : yet, not one Shakspeare is there to be 
found among them all ! The boy is clothed and 
fed and gets through his accidence : but no trace 
of his youthful learning, any more than of his 
saffron livery, is to be met with in the man. Ge- 
nius is not to be " constrained by mastery." — 
Nothing comes of these endowments and foun- 
dations for learning, — you might as well make 
dirt-pies, or build houses with cards. Yet 
something does come of them too — a retreat for 
age, a dream in youth — a feeling in ihe air 
around them, the memory of the past, the hope 
of what will never be. Sweet are the studies of 
the school-boy, delicious his idle hours ! Fresh 
and gladsome is his waking, balmy are his slum- 
bers, book 'pillowed ! He wears a green and 
yellow livery perhaps ; bnt " green and ydlow 
melancholy" comes not near him, or if it does, 
is tempered with youth and innocence ! To 
thumb his Eutropius, or to knuckle down at 
taw, are to him equally delightful ; for whatever 
stirs the blood, or inspires thought m him, 
quickens the pulse of life and joy. He hfts only 
to feel, in order to be happy ; pain turns smil- 
ing from him, and sorrow is only a softer kind 
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of pleasure. Eaeh sensation is but an unfolding 
<^ his new being ; care, age, sickness, are idle 
words; the musty records of antiquity look 
glossy in his sparkling eye, and he clasps im- 
mortality as his future bride ! The coming years 
hurt him not — he hears their sound afar off, 
and is glad. See him there, the urchin, seated 
in the sun, with a book in his hand, and the wall 
at his back. He has a thicker wall before him 
—the wall that parts him from the future. He 
sees not the archers taking aim at his peace ; 
he knowrf not the hands that are to mangle his 
bosom. He stirs not, he still pores upon his 
book, and, as he reads, a slight hectic flush 
passes over his cheek, for he sees the letters 
that compose the word Fame glitter on the 
page, and his eyes swim, and he thinks that he 
will one day write a book, and have his name 
repeated by thousands of readers, and assume 
a certain signature, and write Essays and Criti- 
cisms in a London Magazine, as a consum- 
mation of felicity scarcely to be believed. Come 
hither, thou poor little fellow, and let us change 
places with thee if thou wilt ; here, take the 
pen and finish this article, and sign what name 
you please to it ; so that we may but change our 
dress for yours, and sit shivering in the sun. 
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and con over our little task, and feed poor, 
and lie hard, and be contented and happy, and 
think what a fine thing it is to be an author, and 
dream of immortality, and sleep o*nights ! 

There is something affecting and monastic in 
the sight of this little nursery of learning, sim- 
ple and retired as it stands, just on the verge of 
the metropolis, and in the midst of modern im- 
provements. There is a chapel, containing a copy 
oi Raphael's Transfiguration^ by Julio Romano; 
but the great attraction to curiosity at present 
is the Collection of pictures left to the College 
by the late Sir Francis Bourgeois, ivho is buried 
in a mausoleum close by. He once (it is said) 
spent an agreeable day here in company with 
the Masters of the College and some other 
friends ; and he determined, in consequence, 
upon this singular mode of testifying his grati- 
tude and his respect. Perhaps, also, some such 
idle thoughts as we have here recoirded might 
have mingled with this resolution. The contem- 
plation and the approach of death might have 
been softened to his mind by being associated 
with the hopes of childhood ; and he might wish 
that his remains should repose, in monumental 
state, amidst '< the innocence and simplicity of 
poor Charity Boys /*' Might it not have been so \ 



THE DULWICH GALLERY. 29 

The pictures are 956 in number, and are hung 
on the walls of a large gallery, built for the pur- 
pose, and divided into five compartments. They 
certainly looked better in their old places, at 
the house of Mr. Desenfans (the * original col* 
lector) ,M'here they were distributed into a num- 
ber of small rooms, and seen separately and 
close to the eye. They are mostly cabinet-pic- 
tures ; and not only does the height, at which 
many of them are necessarily hung to cover 
a large space, lessen the effect, but the num- 
ber distracts and deadens the attention. Be- 
sides, the sky-lights are so contrived as to 
*' shed a dim," though not a ** religious 
light'' upon them. At our entrance, we were 
first struck by our old friends the Cuyps ; and 
just beyond, caught a glimpse of that fine 
female head by Carlo Maratti, giving us a 
welcome with cordial glances. May we not 
exclaim — 

What a delicioos breath painting sends forth ! 
The yiolet-bed's not sweeter. 

A 6ne gallery of pictures is a sort of illustra- 
tion of Berkeley's Theory of Matter and Spirit. 
It is like a palace of thought — another universe, 
built of air, of shadows, of colours. Every 
thing seems " palpable to feeling as to sight," 
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Substances turn to shadows by the painter's 
arch-chemic touch ; shadows harden into sub^ 
stances. " The eye is made the fool of the other 
senses, or else worth all the rest." The material 
is in some sense embodied in the immaterial, or, 
at least, we see all things in a sort of intelleetual 
mirror. The world of art is an enchanting decep- 
tion. We discover distance in a glazed surface ; a 
province is contained in a foot of canvass; a thin 
evanescent tint gives the form and pressure of 
rocks and trees ; an inert shape has life and 
motion in it. Time stands still, and the dead 
re-appear, by means of this ** so potent art !*' 
Look at the Cuyp next the door (No. 3). It is 
woven of etherial hues. A soft mist is on it, a 
veil of subtle air. The tender green of the vallies 
beyond the gleaming lake, the purple light of the 
hills, have an effect like the down on an unripe 
nectarine. You may lay your finger on the 
canvass; but miles of dewy vapour and sunshine 
are between you and the objects you survey. It 
is almost needless to point out that the cattle 
and figures in the fore-ground, like dark, trans- 
parent spots, give an immense relief to the 
perspective. This is, we think, the finest Cuyp, 
perhaps, in the world. The landscape opposite 
to it (in the same room) by Albert Cuyp, has 
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a richer colour^g and a slronger conlxast of 
hgkt aAd shade, bjutit has not Ui.at tender 
Uloom of a spring QK)^ning (so delicate, yet so 
powerful in its effect) ^whicb the oth^r pi^sesses. 
Twa Hordes, by Cuyp (No. 14), is aqiother 
admirably specimen of this eKOellent painter. It 
is hard to ^ay, which is mpst true to. nature — the 
sleek > well-fed Iqok of the bay horse, or the 
b<>ne and spirit of the dappled iron-grey one, or 
thefacQof the man who is busy fastening a girth. 
Nature is scarcely more faithful to itself, than 
this delightfully untmnnered^ unaffected picture 
is to it. In the same room there are several 
good Teni^rses, and a small Head of an old 
Manff by R^nbrandt, which is .as smoothly fi* 
nij»b,ed a;3 a miniature. No 10, Interwr of. an 
Aie-hoMse, by Adrian 3rouwer, almost gives 
one a. sick head-ache ; particularly, the face and 
figure of the man leaning against the door, over- 
cofoe with ** potations pottle deep.'' Brouwer 
united jth^ depth and richness of Ostade to the 
iipirit and felicity of Teniers. No. 12, Sleeping 
IVyn^h and Satyr, and 59, Nymph and Satyrs 
by Pplemberg, ^e not pictures to our taste. 
Why should any one make it a rule never to 
paint any thing but this one subject? Was it 
to please himself or others I The one shows 
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bad taste, the other wrong jadgment. The 
grossness of the selection is hcurdly more ofl«n- 
sive than the finicalness of the execution. No. 
49, a Mater Doiorosa, by Carlo Dolce, is a 
very good specimen of this master ; but the ex- 
pression has too great a mixture of piety and 
pauperism in it. It is not altogether spiritual. 
No 51. A School with Girls at work, by Crespi, 
is a most rubbishly performance, and has the 
look of a modem picture. It was, no doubt, 
painted in the fashion of the time, and is now 
old-fashioned. Every thing has thid modem, or 
rather uncouth and obsolete look, which, besides 
the temporary and local circumstances, has not 
the free look of nature. Dress a figure in what 
costume you please (however fantastic, however 
barbarous), but add the expression which is 
common to all faces, the properties that are 
common to all drapery in its elementary princi- 
ples, and the picture will belong to all times 
and places. It is not the addition of individual 
circumstances, but the omission of general truth, 
that makes the little, the deformed, and the 
short-lived in art. No. 183, Religion in the 
Desart, a sketch by Sir Francis Bourgeois, is a 
proof of this remark. There are no details, nor 
is there any appearance of permanence or sta- 
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seems to have been painted yesterday, and to 
iabour under premature decay. It has a look of 
being half done, and you have no wish to see it 
finished. No. 6% Interior of a Cathedral, by 
Sanadram, is curious and fine. From one end 
of the perspoctiye to the other — ^and back again 
— ^would make a morning's walk. 

In the Second Room» No« 90, a Sea Storm, 
by Backhuysen, and No. 93^ A Calmi by W. 
Vnndervelde, are equally excellent, the one for 
its gloiwiy turbulence, and the other for its 
glassy smoothness. 92, Landscape with Cattle 
and Figures^ is by Both, who is, we confess, no 
great favourite of ours. We do not like his 
straggling branches of trees without masses of 
foliage, continually running up into the sky, 
merely to let in the landscape beyond. No. 96, 
BloUfing Hot and Cold, by Jordaens, is as fine 
a picture as need be painted. It is full of cha- 
racter» of life, and pleasing colour. It is rich 
and not gross. 98, Portrait of a Lady, said 
in the printed Catalogue to be by Andrea Sac- 
chi, is surely by Carlo Maratti, to whom it used 
to be given. It has great beauty, great elegance, 
great expression, and great brilliancy of execu • 
tion; but every thing in it belongs to a more 
polished style of art than Andrea Sacchi. Be 

D 
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this as it may, it is one of the most perfect pic- 
tures ill the collection. Of the portraits of 
known individuals in this room, we wish to say 
but little, for we can say nothing good. That 
of Mr, Kemble, by Beechey, is perhaps the 
most direct and manly. In this room is Rubens*s 
Sampson and Dalilah, a coarse daub— *at least, 
it looks so between two pictures by Vandyke, 
Charity t and a Madonna and Infant Christ. 
That painter probably never produced any thing 
more complete than these two compositions. 
They have the softness of air, the solidity of 
marble : the pencil appears to float and glide 
over the features of the face, the folds of the 
drapery, with easy volubility, but to mark every 
thing with a precision, a force, a grace inde- 
scribable. Truth seems to hold the pencil, and 
elegance to guide it. The attitudes are exquisite, 
and the expression all but divine. It is not like 
RaphaeFs, it is true — but whose else was ? Van- 
dyke was born in Holland, and lived most of his 
time in England ! — ^There are several capital 
pictures of horses, &c. by Wouvermans, in the 
same room, particularly the one with a hay-cart 
loading on the top of a rising ground. The 
composition is as striking and pleasing as the 
execution is delicate. There is immense know- 
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hedge and diaracter in Wouverman's horaes^-an 
ear, aa eye turned round, a cropped tail, gi^e you 
their history and thoughts — ^but from the want of 
a tittle arrangement, his figures lode too often 
like spots on a dark ground. M^hen they are 
properly reUeved and disentangled from the rest 
of the composition, there is an appearapce of 
great life and bustle in his pictures. His horses, 
however, have too much of the manage in th^m 
«-*-be seldom gets beyond the camp or the riding 
school/— This room is rich in master-pieces. 
Here is the Jacobus Dreamy by Reraorandt, with 
that sleeping figure, thrown like a bundle of 
dotiies in one comer of the picture, by the side 
of 9ome stunted bushes, and with those winged 
shapes, not human, nor angelical, but bird-like, 
dream-like, treading on clouds, ascending, de- 
scending through the realms of endless light, 
that loses itself in infinite space ! No one else 
could ever grapple with this subject, or stamp 
it on the willing canvass in its gorgeous obscu- 
rity but Rembrandt! Here also is the Si. 
Barbara, of Rubens, fleeing from her persecu- 
tors ; a noble design, as if she were scaling the 
steps of some high overhanging turret, moving 
majestically on, with Fear before her. Death 
behind her, and Martyrdom crooning her :-^and 
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here is an eloquent landscape by the same mas- 
ter-hand, the subject of which is, a shepherd 
piping his flock homewards through a narrow 
defile, with a graceful group of autumnal trees 
waving on the edge of the declivity above, and 
the rosy evening light streaming through the 
cloudy on the green moist landscape in the stiU 
lengthening distance. Here {to pass from one 
kind of excellence to another with kindly in- 
terchange) is a clear sparkling IFo/a^/, by 
Ruysdael, and Hobbima's JVater^JUili, with the 
wheels in motion, and the ducks paddling in the 
restless stream. Is not this a sad anti-climax 
from Jacob's Dream to a picture of a Water- 
Mill ? We do not know; and we should care as 
little, could we but paint either of the pictures. 

Entire affection scorneth nicer bands. 

If a picture is admirable in its kind, we do not 
give ourselves much trouble about the subject. 
Could we paint as wc41 as Hobbima, we should 
not envy Rembrandt: nay, even as it is, while 
we can relish both, we envy neither ! 

The Centre Room commences with a Giri 
at a Window, by Rembrandt. The picture is 
known by the print of it, and is one of the most 
remarkable aiid pleasing in the Collection. For 
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clearness, for breadth, for a lively, ruddy look 
of healthy nature, it cannot be surpassed. . The 
execution of the drapery is masterly. There is 
a story told of its being his servant-maid looking 
out of a window, but it is evidently the portrait 
of a mere child. — A Farrier shoeing an Ass, by 
Berchem, is in his usual manner. There is truth 
of character and delicate finishing ; but the fault 
of all Berchem*s pictures is, that he continues 
to finish after he has done looking at nature, 
and his last touches are different from hers. 
Hence comes that resemblance to tea-board 
painting, which even his best works are charge- 
able with. We find here one or two small 
Claudes of no great value ; and two very dever 
specimens of the court-painter, Watteau, the 
Gainsborough of France. They are marked as 
Nos. 184 and 194, FSte Champ$tre, and Le Bal 
Ckamp^ire. There is something exceedingly 
light, agreeable, and characteristic in this art- 
ist's productions. He might almost be said to 
breathe his figures and his flowers on the can- 
vas — ^so fragile is iheir texture, so evanescent 
is his touch. He unites the court and the coun- 
try at a sort of salient point — ^you may fiftncy 
yourself with Count Grammont and the beauties 
of Charles H. in their gay retreat at Tunbridge 
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Wells. His trees have a drawing'-room air with 
them, an appearance of gentility and etiquette, 
and nod gracefully over-head ; while the figures 
below^ thin as air, and vegetabfy clad, in the 
midst of all their affectation and grimace, seem 
, to have just sprung out of the ground, or to be 
the fairy inhabitants of the scene in masquerade. 
They are the Oreads and Dryads of the Luxem- 
bourg ! Quaint association, happily effected by 
the pencil of Watteau ! In the Bai Champ^re 
we see Louis XIV. himself dancing, looking so 
like an old beau, his face flushed aud puckered 
up with gay anxiety ; but then the satin of his 
slashed doublet is made of the softest leaves of 
the water-lily ; Zephyr plays wanton with the 
curls of his wig ! We have nobody who could 
produce a companion to this picture now : nor 
do we very devoutly wish it. The Louis the 
Fourteenths are extinct, and we suspect their 
revival would hardly be compensated even by the 
re-appearance of a Watteau. — ^No. 187, the 
Death of Cardinal Beaufort, by Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, is a very indifferent and rather un- 
pleasant sketch of a very fine picture. One of 
the most delightful things in this delightful 
collection is the Portrait (195) of the Prince of 
the Austurias, by Velasquez. The easy lightness 
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of the childisb Prince coutrasU delightfully with 
the unwieldly figure of the horse, which has 
evidently been brought all the way from the Low 
Countries for the amusement of his rider. Ve- 
lasquez was (with only two exceptions, Titian 
and Vandyke) as fine a portrait-painter as ever 
lived ! In the centre room also is the Meeting 
of Jacob and Rachel, by Murillo — a sweet picture 
with a fresh green landscape, and the heart of 
Love in the midst of it.-— There are several heads . 
by Holbein scattered up and down ^e different 

compartments. We need hardly 6bserve that 

• 

they all have character in the extreme, po that 
we may be said to be acquainted with the peo- 
ple they represent; but then they give nothing 
but character, and only one part of that, viz. the 
dry, the literal, the concrete, and fixed. They 
want the addition of passion and beauty ; but 
they are the finest caput mortuutns of expression 
that ever were made. Hans Holbein had none 
of the volatile essence of genius in his composi- 
tion. If portrait-painting is the prose of the 
art, his pictures are the prose of portrait-paint- 
ing. Yet he is "a reverend name'' in art, and 
one of the benefactors of the human mind. He 
has left faces behind him that we would give 
the world to have seen, and there they are 
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— stamped on his canvass for ever ! Who, in 
reading over the names of certain, individuals, 
does not feel a yearning in his breast to know 
their features and their lineaments? We look 
through a small frame, and lo ! at the distance 
of three centuries, we have before us the 
figures of Anne Boleyn, of the virtuous 
Cranmer, the bigotted Queen Mary, the noble 
Surrey-- as if we had seen them in their life-time, 
not perhaps in their best moods or happiest 
attitudes, but as they sometimes appeard, no 
doubt. We know at least what sort of looking 
people they were : our minds are made easy on 
that score ; the "body and limbs'* are there, and 
we may ** add what flourishes" of grace or orna- 
ment we please. Holbein's heads are to the 
finest portraits what state-papers are to history. 
The first picture in the Fourth Room is the 
Prophet Samuel, by Sir Joshua. It is not the 
Prophet Samuel, but a very charming picture of 
a little child saying its prayers. The second is. 
The Edncaitan of llacchus, by Nicholas Pous- 
sin. This picture makes one thirsty to look at 
t — ^the colouring even is dry and adust. It is 
true history in the technical phrase, that is to 
say, true poetry in the vulgate. The figure of 
the infiuit Bacchus seems as if he would drink 
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up a vintage— he drinks with his mouth, his 
hands, his belly, and his whole body. Gar- 
gantua was nothing to him. In the Educaiion of 
mFupiter, in like manner, we are thrown back 
into the infitncy of mythologic lore. The little 
Jupiter, suckled by a she-goat, is beautifully 
conceived and expressed ; and the dignity and 
ascendancy given to these animals in the picture 
is wonderfully happy. They have a very impos- 
ing air of gravity indeed, and seem to be by 
prescription '< grand caterers and wet-nurses of 
the state*' of Heaven ! Apollo giving a Poet a 
Cup of Water to drink is elegant and classical ; 
and The Flight into Egypt instantly takes the 
tone of Scripture-history. This is strange, but 
so it is. All things ure possible to a high ima- 
gination. All things, about which we have a 
feeling, may be expressed by true genius. A 
dark landscape (by the same hand) in a comer of 
the room is a proof of this. There are trees in 
the fore-ground, with a paved road and build- 
ings in the distance. The Genius of antiquity 
might wander here, and feel itself at home. — 
The large leaves are wet and heavy with dew, 
and the eye dwells *' under the shade of melan- 
choly boughs." In the old collection (in Mr. 
I>esenians* time) the Poussins occupied a sepa- 
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rated room by themselves, and it was (we con- - 
fess) a very favourite room with us.— ^-No. 226, 
is a Landscape, by Salvator Rosa. It is one of 
his very best — rough, grotesque, wild — Pan has 
struck it with his hoof — the trees, the rocks, 
the fore-ground, are of a piece, and the figures 
are subordinate to the landscape. The same 
dull sky lowers^ upon the- scene, and the bleak 
air chills the crisp surface of the water. It is a 
consolation to us to meet with a fine Salvator. 
His is one ^f the great names in art, and it is 
among our sources of regret that we cannot 
always admire his works as we would do, from 
our respect to his reputation and our love of the 
man. Poor Salvator ! he was unhappy in his 
life-time ; and it vexes us to think that we can- 
not make him amends by fancying him so great 
a painter as some others, whose fame was not 
their only inheritance !-^227, Venus and Cu^ 
pid, is a delightful copy after Correggio. We 
have no such regrets or qualms of conscience 
with respect to him. <<He has had his reward." 
The weight of his renown balances the weight of 
barbarous coin that sunk him to the earth. 
Could he live now, and know what others think 
of him, his misfortunes would seem as dross 
compared with his lasting glory, and his heart 
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iMTOuid melt within him at the thought, with 
a sweetness that only his own pencil could 
express. 283, The Virgin, Infant Christ, 
and St. John, by Andrea del Sarto, is exceed- 
ingly good. — ^290, Another Holy Family, by the 
same^ b an admirable picture, and only inferior 
to Raphael. It has delicacy* force, thought, 
and feeling. << What lacks itthen/* to be equal 
to Raphael? We hardly know, unless it be 
a certain firmness and freeddm, and glowing 
animation. The. execution is more timid and 
laboured. It looks like a picture (an exquisite 
one, indeed), but RaphaeFs look like the divine 
reality itself ! — ^No. 234, Cocks defending the 
Bridge, is by Le Brun. We do not like this 
picture, nor 271, The Massacre of the Innocents, 
by the same artist. One reason is that they 
are French, and another that they are not good. 
They have great merit, it is true, but their me« 
rits are only splendid sins. They are mecha- 
nical, mannered, colourless, and unfeeling.—- 
No. 237, is Murillo's Spaadsh Girl with Flowers. 
The sun tinted the young gipsey's complexion, 
and not the painter. — ^No. 240, is The Casatella 
and Villa of Maecenas, near Tivoli, by Wilson, 
with his own portrait in the fore-ground. It is 
an imperfect sketch; but there is a curious 
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anecdote relating to it, that he was so delighted 
with the waterfall itself, that he cried out, while 
painting it: " Well done, water, by G — d !" — 
No. 243, Saint Cecilia, by Guercino, is a very 
pleasing picture, in his least gaudy manner. — 
No. 251, Venus and Adonis, by Titian. We see 
so many of these Venuses and Adonises, that we 
should like to know which is the true one. This 
is one of the best we have seen. We have two 
Francesco Molas in this room, the Rtq>e ofPro^ 
serpine, and a Landscape mthui Holy Family, 
This artist dipped his pencil so thoroughly in 
Titian's palette, that his works cannot fail to 
have that rich, mellow look, which is always de- 
lightful.— No. 303, Portrait of Philip the Fourth 
of Spain, by Velasquez, is purity and truth 
itself. We used to like the Sleeping Nymph, by 
Titian, when we saw it formerly in the little en- 
trance-room at Desenfans*, but we cannot say 
much in its praise here. 

The Fifth Room is the smallest, but the most 
precious in its colitents. — ^No. 322, Spanish Beg'- 
gar Boys, by Murillo, is the triumph of this Col- 
lection, and almost of painting. In the imitation 
of common life, nothing ever went beyond it, or 
as far as we can judge, came up to it. * A 
Dutch picture is mechanical, and mere still^life 
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to it. But this is life itself. The boy at play on 
the ground is miraculous. It is done with a few 
draggbg strokes of the pencil, and with a little 
tinge of colour ; but the mouth, the nose, the eyes, 
the ehin, are as brimful as they can hold of ex- 
pression, of arch roguery, of animal spirits, of 
\igoroas, elastic health. The vivid, glowing, 
cheerful look is such as could only be found be- 
neath a southern sun. The fens and dykes of 
Holland (with all our respect for them) could 
never produce such an epitome of the vital prin . 
ciple. The other boy, standing up with the pitch- 
er in his hand, and a crust of bread in his mouth, 
is scarcely less excellent. His sulky, phlegmatic 
indifference speaks for itself. The companion 
to this picture, 324, is also very fine. Compared 
with these Imitations of nature, as faultless as 
they are spirited, Murillo's Virgins and Angels 
however good in themselves, look vapid, and 
even vulgar. A Child Sleeping^ by the same 
painter, is a beautiful and masterly study. — ^No. 
329, a Musical Party, by Giorgione, is well 
worthy of the notice of the connoisseur.—- No. 
33 S St, John preaching in the Wildemess, by 
Guido, is an extraordinary picture, and very un- 
like (his painter's usual manner. The colour is 
as if the flesli had been stained all over with 
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brick -dust . There is, however, a wildness about 
it which accords well with the subject, and the 
figure of St. John is full of grace and gusto. — 
f^o. 344, The Martyrdom of St. Sebastian, by 
the same, is much finer, both as to execution 
and expression. The face is imbued with deep 
passion. — No. 345, Portrait of a Man, by L. da 
Vinci, is truly simple and grand, and at once 
carries you back to that age. -^Boor^ Merry 
Making, by Ostade, is fine ; but has no busi- 
ness where it is. Yet it takes up very little room. 
—No. Ml, Portrait of Mrs. Siddons, in the cha- 
racter of the Tragic Muse, by Sir Joshua, ap- 
pears to us to resemble neither Mrs. Siddons, 
nor the Tragic Muse. It is in a bastard style of 
art. Sir Joshua had an importunate theory of 
improving upon nature. He might improve upon 
indifferent nature, but when he had got the 
finest, he thought to improve upon that too, and 
only spoiled it. — ^No, 349, The Virgin and Child, 
by Correggio, can only be a copy. — No. 332, 
The Judgment of Paris, by Vanderwerf, is a pic- 
ture, and by a master, that we hate. He always 
chooses for his subjects naked figures of women, 
and tantalises us by making them of coloured 
ivory. They are like hard-ware toys. — No. 364, 
a Cardinal blessing a Priest, by P. Veronese, 
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is dignified and picturesque in the highest de- 
gree. — N«, 366, The Adoratuyii of the Shepherds, 
by Annibal Caracci,* is an elaborate, but not very 
successful performance. — ^No. 366, Christ bear- 
ing his Cross, by Morales, concludes the list, and 
is worthy to conclude it. 



THE MARQUIS OF STAFFORD'S 

GALLERY. 



s 



VI 



THE MARQUIS OF STAFFORD'S 
GALLERY. 



Our intercourse with the dead is better than 
our intercourse with the living. There are only 
three pleasures in life, pure and lasting, and all 
derived from inanimate things-— books, pictures, 
and the face of nature. What is the world but a 
heap of ruined friendships, but the grave of love ? 
All other pleasures are as false and hollow, 
vanishing from our embrace like smoke, or like 
a feverish dream. Scarcely can we recollect 
that they were, or recal without an effort the anx- 
ious and momentary interest we took in them. — 
But thou, oh! divine Bath of Diana, with deep 
azure dyes, with roseate hues, spread by the 
hand of Titian, art still there upon the wall, ano- 
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ther, yet the same that thou wert five-and-twenty 
years ago, nor wantest 

Forked raoantain or bine promontorj 
With Trees apon*t that nod nnto the world, 
And mock oar ejes with air ! 

And lo ! over the clear lone brow of Tuderley 
and Norman Court, knit into the web and fibres 
of our heart, the sighing grove waves in the au- 
tumnal air, deserted by Love, by Hope, but for- 
ever haunted by Memory ! And there that fine 
passage stands in Antony and Cleopatra as we 
read it long ago with exaulting eyes in Paris, 
after puzzling over a tragedy of Ilacine*s, and 
cried aloud : " Our Shakspeare was also a poet !" 
These feelings are dear to us at the time; and 
they come back unimpaired, heightened, mei- 
l9wed> whenever we choose to go back to them. 
We turn over the leaf and '' volume of the brain/* 
and there see them face to faee.— rMarina in Pe- 
ricles complains that 

life is as a storm hnrrjring her from her friends '. 

Not SO from the friends abovementioned. If we 
bring but an eye, an understanding, and a heatt 
to them, we find them always with us> always 
the same. The change, if there is one, is in us, 
not in them. Oh ! thou then, whoever thou art. 
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that dost seek happiness in thyself, independent 
on others, not subject to caprice, not mocked 
by insult, not snatched away by ruthless hands, 
over which Time has no power, and that Death 
alone cancels, seek it (if thou art wise) in books, 
in pictures, and the face of nature, for these 
alone we may count upon as friends for life! 
While we are true to ourselves, they will not be 
faithless to us. While we remember any thing, 
we cannot forget them. As long as we have a 
wish for pleasure, we may find it here ; for it 
depends only on our love for them, and not on 
theirs for us. The enjoyment is purely ideai, 
and is refined, unembittered, unfading, for that 
reason. 

A complaint has been made of the short-lived 
duration of works of art, and particularly o^ 
pictures ; and poets more especially are apt to 
lament and to indulge in an elegiac strain over 
thefragik beauties of the sister-art. The com- 
plaint is inconsiderate, if not invidious. They 
will last our time. Nay, they have lasted cen- 
turies before us, and will last centuries after us ; 
and even when they are no more, will leave a 
shadow and a cloud of glory behind them, through 
all time. Lord Bacon exclaims triumphantly 
" Have not the poems of Homer lasted five-and- 

E 3 
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twenty hundred years, and not a syllable of them 
18 lost?" But it might be asked in return, 
** Have not many of the Greek statues now last- 
ed almost as long, without losing a particle of 
their splendour or their meaning, while the Diad 
(except to a very few) has become almost a dead 
letter ? *' Has not the Venus of Medicis had al- 
most as many partisans and admirers as the Helen 
of the old blind bard ? Besides, what has Phidias 
gained in reputation even by the discovery of 
the Elgin Marbles ? Or is not Michael Angelo^s 
the greatest name in modern art, whose works 
we only know from description and by report ? 
Surely, there is something in a name, in wide- 
spread reputation, in endless renown, to satisfy 
the ambition of the mind of man. Who in his 

works would vie immortality with nature ? An 
epitaph, an everlasting monument in the dim re- 
membrance of ages, is enough below the skies. 
Moreover, the sense of final inevitable decay Am- 
meanises, and gives an affecting character to the 
triumphs of exalted art. Imperishable works 
executed by perishable hands are a scnrt of insult 
|o our nature, and almost a contradiction in 
terms. They are ungrateful children, and mock 
the makers. Neither is the noble idea of antiqui- 
ty legibly made out without the marks of the pro- 
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greas and lapse of time. That which is as good 
now as ever it was, seems a thing of yesterday. 
Nothing is old to the imagination that does not 
appear to grow old. Riiins are grander and more 
▼enerable than any modem structure can be, or 
than the oldest could be if kept in the most entire 
preservation. They convey the perspective of 
time. So the Elgin Marbles are more impres- 
sive from their mouldering, imperfect state. 
They transport us to the Parthenon, and old 
Greece. The Theseus is of the age of Theseus : 
while the Apollo Belvidere is a modem fine gentle- 
man ; and we think of thb last figure only as an or* 
nament to the room where it happens to be plac- 
ed.— ^ We conceive that those are persons of nar-* 
row minds|who cannot relish an author's style that 
smacks of time, that l^asa crast of antiquity over 
it, like that which gathers upon old wine. These 
sprinklings of archaums and obsolete turns of 
expression (so abhorrent to the fashionable read- 
er) are intellectual links that connect the genera* 
tions together, and enlarge our knowledge of 
language and of nature. Of the two, we prefer 
hlack-leiier to hot-pressed paper? Does not 
every language change and wear out ? Do not 
the most popular writers become quaint and old- 
fashioned every fifty or every hundred years ? Is 
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there not a constant conflict of taste and opinion 
between those who adhere to the established and 
triter modes of expression^ and those who affect 
glossy innovations, in advance of the age ? It 
is pride enough for the best authors io kace bem 
read. This applies to their own country ; and to 
all others, they are ^'a book sealed." But Ru- 
bens is as good in Holland as he is in Flanders, 
where he was bom, in Italy or in Spain, in Eng- 
land, or in Scotland — no, there alone he is not un* 
derstood. The Scotch understand nothing but 
what is Scotch. What has the dry, husky, eccmo- 
mic eye of Scotland to do with the florid hues and 
luxuriant extravagance of Rubens? Nothing. They 
like Wilkie's pauper style better. It.may be said that 
translations remedy the want of universality of 
language : but prints give (at least) as good an idea 
of pictures as translations do of poems, or of any 
productions of the press that employ the colour- 
ing of style and imagination. Gil Bias is translate- 
able ; Racine and Rousseau are not. The mere 
English student knows more of the character 
and spirit of RaphaeFs pictures in the Vatican, 
than he does of Ariosto or Tasso from Hoole^s 
Version. There is, however, one exception to 
the catholic language of painting, which is in 
French pictures. They are national fixtures. 
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and ought never to be removed from the soil in 
i^hich they grow. They will not answer any 
^where else, nor are they worth Custom-House 
Outies.' Flemish, Dutch, Spanish, Italian, are 
all good and intelligible in their several ways — 
we know what they mean — ^they require no in- 
terpreter: but the French painters see nature 
with organs and with minds peculiarly their own. 
One must be born in France to understand their 
painting, or their poetry. Their productions 
in art are either literal^ or extravagant^— dry, 
frigid yhc-ftint'/^^, in which they seem to take up 
nature by pin-points, or else vapid distorted 
caricatures, out of all rule and compass. They ' 
are, in feict, at home only in the light and ele- 
gant; and whenever they attempt to add force 
or solidity (as they must do in the severer pro« 
duetions of the pencil) they are compelled to 
substitute an excess of minute industry for a 
comprehension of the whole, or make a despe- 
rate mechanical effort at extreme expression, 
instead of giving the true, natural, and powerful 
workings of passion. Their representations of 
nature are meagre skeletons, that bear the same 
relation to the originals that botanical speci* 
mens, enclosed m a portfolio, flat, dry, hard, 
and pithless, do to flourishing plants and shrubs. 
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Their historical figures are painfiil outlines, or 
graduated elevatioiis of the commoii statues, 
spiritless, cokrarless, motioiiless, which have the 
form, hut none of the power of the amiique. 
What an ahortive attempt b the Cormuitiam of 
Napoleam^ hy the celebrated David, lately exhi- 
bited in this country ! It looks like a finished 
sign-post painting — a sea of firozen outlines. — 
Could the artist make nothing of " the foreoiost 
man in all this worid," but a stiff, upright figure t 
The figure and attitude of the Eoqwess ace, how- 
ever, pretty and graceful ; and we recollect one 
face in profile, of an ecclesiastic, to the right, 
with a sanguine look of health in the complexioa, 
and a large benevolence of soul. It is notMo«i-> 
sieur Talleyrand, whom the late Lord Castlereagh 
characterised as a worthy man and his firieiMi. 
His Lordship was not a physiognomist 1 The 
whole of the shadowed part of the picture seems 
to be enveloped in a shower of blue powder.— 
But to make amends for all that there is or that 
there is not in the work, David has introduced 
his wife and his two daughters ; and in the Ca- 
talogue has given us the places of abode, and 
the names of the husbands of the latter. This 
is a little out of place : yet these are the people 
who laugh at our blunders. We do not mean 
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to extend the above sweeping censure toClaude» 
or Poussin : of course they are excepted : but 
even in them the national character lurked 
.amidst unrivalled excellence. If Claude has a 
faulty it is that he is finical ; and Poussin's fi- 
gures might be said by a satirist to be antique 
puppets. To proceed to our task. — 

The first picture that struck us on entering 
the Marquis of Stafford's Gallery (a little bewil- 
dered as we were with old recollections, and 
present objects) was the Meeting of Christ and 
St, John, one of RaphaeVs master-pieces. The 
.eager " child-worship" of the young St. John, 
the modest retirement and dignified sweetness of 
the Christ, and the graceful, matron-like air of the 
Virgin bending over them, full and noble, yet 
feminine and elegant, cannot be surpassed. No 
words can describe them to those who have not 
seen the picture :--^the attempt is still vainer 
to those who have. There is, however, a very 
line engraving of this picture, which may be 
had for a trifling sum. — No glory is around the 
head of the Mother, nor is it needed: but the 
soul of the painter sheds its influence over it like 
a dove, and the spirit of love, sanctity, beauty, 
breathes from the divine group. There are four 
Kaphaels (Holy Families) in this collection, two 
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otlien by the side of this in his early more pre- 
cise and affected manner, somewhat faded, and 
a small one of the Virgm^ Sleeping Jesus^ and 
St. John, in his finest manner. There is, or 
there was» a duplicate of this picture (pf which 
the engraving is also common) in the Lx>uvre, 
which was certainly superior to the one at the 
Marquis of Stafford's. The colouring of the 
drapery in that too was cold, and the lace of 
the Virgin thin and poor; but never was infancy 
laid asleep more calmly, more sweeUy, more 
soundly, than in the figure of Our Saviour — the 
little pouting mouth seemed to drink balmy, vnr 
nocent sleep— and the rude expression of won- 
der and delight in the more robust, sun-bumt, 
fur-clad figure of St. John was as spirited in 
itself as it was striking, when contrasted with 
the meeker beauties of the figure opposed to 
it. — From these we turn to the Four Ages, by 
Titian, or Giorgione, as some say. Strange 
that there should have lived two men in the same 
age, on the same spot of earth, with respect to 
whom it should bear a question — which of them 
painted such a picture ! Barry, we remember, 
and Collins, the miniature-painter, thought it s 
Oiorgione, and they were considered two of the 
best judges going, at the time this picture was 
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exhibited, among others, in the Orleans Gallery. 
We cannot pretend to decide on such nice mat- 
ters ex cathedrd; but no painter need be asham- 
ed to own it The gradations of human life are 
marked with characteristic felicity, and the land- 
scape, which is thrown in, adds a pastoral charm 
and nmvetb to the whole. To live or to die in 
such a chosen, still retreat must be happy ! — 
Certainly, this composition suggests a beautiful 
moral lesson ; and as to the painting of the group 
of children in the corner, we suppose, for care- 
less freedom of pencil, and a certain milky soft- 
ness of the flesh, it can scarcely be paralleled. 
Over the three Raphaels is a Danae, by Annibal 
Caracci, which we used to adore where it was 
hung on high in the Orleans Gallery. The face 
is fine, op-tnrned, expectant ; and the figure no 
less fine, desirable, ample, worthy of a God. — 
The golden shower is just seen descending ; the 
landscape at a distance has (so fancy might in- 
tesrpret) a cold, shuddering aspect. There is 
another very fine picture of the same hand close 
by, &• Gregory with Angels. It is difficult to 
know which to admire most, the resigned and 
yet earnest expression of the Saint, or the ele- 
gant forms, the graceful attitudes, and bland, 
cofdial, benignant faces of the attendant angels. 
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The artist in these last has evidently had an eye 
to Correggio, both in the waving outline, and in 
the charm of the expression ; and he has suc- 
ceeded admirably, bat not entirely. Something 
of the extreme unction of Correggio is wanting^. 
The drawing of Annibal's Angels is, perhaps, 
too firm, too sinewy, too masculine. In Correg- 
gio, the AngeFs spirit seemed to be united to a 
human body, to imbue, mould, penetrate every 
part with its sweetness and softness : in Caracci, 
you would say that a heavenly spirit inhabited, 
looked out of, moved a goodly human frame. 

And o'er -informed the tenement of claj. 

The composition of this picture is rather forc- 
ed (it was one of those made to order for the 
monks) and the colour is somewhat metallic; 
but it has, notwithstanding, on the whole, 
a striking ^and tolerably harmonious effect. — 
There is still another picture by Caracci (also 
an old favourite with us, for it was in the Or- 
leans set) Diana and Nymphs bathing, with the 
story of Calisto. It is one of his very best^ 
with something of the drawing of the antique, 
and the landscape-colouring of Titian. The fi« 
gures are all heroic, handsome, such as might 
belong to huntresses, or Goddesses : and the 
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coolness and seclusion of the scene, under 
grey over-hanging cliffs, and brown overshadow-- 
ing trees, with all the richness and truth of na- 
ture, have the effect of an enchanting reality. — 
The story and figures are more classical and 
better managed than those of the Dimm and 
Calisto by Titian ; but there is a charm in that 
picture and the fellow to it, the Diana and Actaon, 
^(there is no other fellow to it in the world !) 
which no words can convey. It is the charm 
thrown over each by the greatest, genius for co- 
louring that the world ever saw. It is difficult, 
nay, impossible to say which is the finest in this 
respect : but either one or the other (whichever 
we turn to, and we can never be satisfied with 
looking at either — so rich a scene do they un- 
fold, so serene a harmony do they infuse into 
die soul) is like a divine piece of music, or rises 
*' like an exhalation of rich distilled perfumes.'' 
In the figures, in the landscape, in the water, 
in the sky, there are tones, colours, scattered 
with a profuse and unerring hand, gorgeous, 
but most true, dazzling with their force, but 
blended, softened, woven together into a woof 
like that of Iris — ^tints of flesh colour, as if you 
saw the blood circling beneath the pearly skin ; 
clouds empurpled with setting suns; hills steeped 
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in azure skies; trees turning to a mellow brown ; 
the cold grey rocks, and the water so translucent^ 
that you see the shadows and the snowy feet of 
the naked nymphs in it. With all this prodiga- 
lity of genius, there is the greatest severity and 
discipline of art. The figures seem grouped for 
the effect of colour — ^the most striking contrasts 
are struck out, and then a third object, a piece 
of drapery, an uplifted arm, a bow and arrows, 
a straggling weed, b introduced to make an in- 
termediate tint, or carry on the harmony. Every 
colour is melted, impasted into every other, 
with fine keeping and bold diversity. Look at 
that indignant, queen-like figure of Diana (more 
perhaps like an offended mortal princess, than 
an immortal Goddess, though the immortals 
could frown and give themselves strange airs), 
and see the snowy, ermine-like skin ; the pale 
clear shadows of the delicately formed back ; 
then the brown colour of the slender trees be- 
hind to set off the shaded flesh; and last, the 
dark figure of the Ethiopian girl behind, com- 
pleting the gradation. Then the bright scarf 
suspended in the air connects itself with the 
glowing clouds, and deepens the solemn azure 
of the sky : Actaeon^s bow and arrows fallen on 
the ground are also r«»d ; and there is a little 
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Hower-on the brink of the Bath which catches 
and pleases the eye, saturated with this colour. 
The yellowish grey of the earth purifies the 
iow tone of the figures where they are in half-sha- 
dow ; and this again is enlivened by the leaden- 
coloured fountain of the Bath, which is set off (or 
kept down in its proper place) by the blue vest- 
ments strowu near it. The figure of Actaeon is 
spirited and natural ; it is that of a bold rough 
hunter in the early ages, struck with surprise, 
abashed with beauty. The forms of some of the 
female figures are elegant enough, particularly 
that of Diana in the storv of Calisto ; and there 
is a very pretty-faced girl mischievously drag- 
ging the culprit forward; but it is the texture 
of the flesh that is throughout delicious, unrival- 
led, surpassingly fair. The landscape canopies 
the living scene with a sort of proud, disdainful 
consciousness. The trees nod to it, and the 
hills xoU at a distance in a sea of colour. Every 
wherfi tone, not form, predominates — there is 
not a distinct line in the picture — but a gusto, 
a rich taste of colour is left upon the eye 
as if it were the palate, and the diapason of 
picturesque harmony is full to overflowing. ** Oh 
Titian and Nature ! which of you copied the 
other V f 



/ 



66 THE MARQUIS OF STAFFORD'S GALLERY- 

We are ashamed of this description, bow that 
we have made it, and heartily wish somebody 
wouW make a better. There is another Titian 
here (which was also in the Orleans GaUery), 
Venus rising from the sea. The figure and face 
are gracefully designed and sweetly expressed :— 
whether it is the picture of the Goddess of Love, 
may admit of a question ; that it is the picture 
ofa lovely woman in a lovely attitude, admits 
of none. The half-shadow in vdiich most of it 
as painted, is a kind of veil through which *Ae 
delicate skin shows more tnmsparent and aerial. 
There is nothing in the pictute but this sii^e 
exquisitely turned figure, and if it were continu- 
ed downward to a whole-length, it would seem 
like a copy ofa statue of the Goddess carved in 
ivory or marble ; but being only a half-length, 
it has not this effect at all, hut looks IHte an 
enchanting study, or a part of a larger compo- 
sition, selected a tenvie. The hair, and the 
arm holding it up, are nearly the same as in Ae 
welj-knowa picture of TiHam's Mistress, and 

♦ Two thirds of tke |>HD««p«a juctons ia the 0rleaii» 
Coliection are at p«^,e«ll M CUTeUiK|.House,o«e third pur- 
hvT i^ '**' jUarqui. of Sflfonl. ^ iiother third left 

«™» bad U.« rem«Jui«g third. 
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as delicieus. Tbe back-ground is beautifirily 
paiiHed. We said before, that there was no ob- 
ject m the picture detached from the fHrincipal 
figure. Nay, there is the sea, and a sea-sfaeH, 
bst these might be given in sculpture. — Under 
the Venus, is a portrait by Vandyke, of Thomas 
Ho«irard, fimrlof Arandel, a most gentleman-like 
perforwaiice, mild, clear, intelligent, unassiim* 
4ftg ; and on dra right of the spectator, a Ma^ 
d&mmat by Gruido, mrilh the icy glow of sanctity 
apoB it; and to the left, the Fahie of Salmacis, 
by Aibaao (saving ^e ambiguity of the subje<;t), 
exquisilely painted. Four finer specimens of 
the ait can scarcely be found again in so small 
a oenpass. There is in another room a por** 
trait, said to be by Moroni, and called Titian's 
ScROOL-4dASTEB, ffom a vague tradition, that 
he was in the habit of frequently visiting, in 
order to ^tady and lecdm from it. If so, he 
must have profited by his assiduity; for it 
lo^ks as if he had painted it. Not knowing 
any thing of Moroni, if we had been asked 
who had done it^ we should 'have replied, 
" Either Tiiian or the Devil.*'* It is considera- 
bly more laboured and minute than Titian ; but 

* " Ant Erasmas aut Diabolas.'' Sir Thomas More's 
exclamation on meetiag with the philosopher of Rotterdam. 
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tile only objection at all staggering is, that it 
kas less fiery animation than is ordinarily to 
be found in his pictures. Look at the portrait 
above it, for instance — Clement VII. by the 
great Venetian ; and you find the eye look- 
ing at you again, as if it had been observing 
you all the time : but the eye in Titian*s School- 
master is an €f/e to look at, not to look with,* or 
if it looks at you, it does not look through you, 
which may be ^most made a test of Titian's 
head». There is not the spirit, the intelligence 
within, moulding the expression, and giving it 
intensity of purpose and decisioa of character. 
In every other respect but this (and perhaps a 
certain want of breadth) it is as good as Titian* 
There is (we understand) a half-length of Clement 
VII. by Julio Romano, in the Papal Palace at 
Rome, in which he is represented as seated above 
the spectator, with the head elevated and the 
eye looking down like a camel's, with an amazing 
dignity of aspect. The picture (Mr. Northcote 
says) is hard and ill-coloured, but, in strength 
of charaoter and conceptipn, superior to the 
Titian at the Marquis of Stafford's. . Titian, 
undoubtedly, put a good deal of his own cha- 

"* The late Mr. Curcaa de&oribed Joho Kemble's eye in. 
these words. 
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TEcter into his pprtraits. He was not himseU 
filled with the " milk of human kindness/' . He 
got his brother, who promised to rival him in 
his own art, and of whom he was jealous, sent 
on a foreign embassy ; and he so frightened 
Pordenone while he was painting an altar-piece 
for a church, that he worked with his palette and 
brushes in his hand, and a sword by his side. 

We meet with one or two admirable portraits, 
particularly No. 112, by Tintoretto, which is of 
a fine fleshy tone, and A Doge of Venice, by 
Palma Vecchio, stamped with an expressive 
look of oihciai and assumed dignity. There is a 
Bassan, No. 95, The Circumcision, the colours 
of which are somewhat dingy with age, and 
sunk into the canvas ; but as the sun shone 
upon it while we were looking at it, it glittered 
all green and gold. BassamCt execution is as 
fine as possible, fmd his colouring has a most 
striking hannonious effect. — ^We must not for- 
get the Muleteers, supposed to be by Cori>eg- 
gio, in which the figure of the Mule seems 
actually passing across the picture (you hear 
his bells) ; nor the little co{^ of his Marriage 
of St, Catherine, by L. Caracci, which is all 
over grace, delicacy, and sweetness. Any one 
may judge of his progress in a taste for the 

f3 
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Tefinemeiits of art/ by his liking for ^is pie- 
lure. Indeed, Correggio is ^e veiy esaencc 
of refinement. Among other inctures in the 
Italian division of the gaUery, we would poiat 
oat the Claudes (particularly No8. 43 and 60,) 
whidi, though inferior to Mr. Ang^stein's as 
compositions, preserve more of the delicacy of 
execution, (or what Barry used to call '' thefiwe 
oleaginous touches of Claude" J — two small Gas- 
par Pottssins, in which the landscape seems to 
have been just washed by a shower, and the 
stona blown over-^the Ihath of Adonis, by 
Luca Cambiasi, an Orleans picture, lovely in 
sorrow, and in speechless agony, and fieried 
like the life that is just expiring in itr— a Joseph 
and Potiphar^s Wif e,hy Alessandro Veronese^ a 
very clever, and sensible, but rigidly paittted 
picture *--*an Albert Durer, the I>€uih ^ Ae 
Virgii^-^-9k Fenutk kead^ by Leonardo da Vinc»— 
and the IVoman taken in Adtdtsryt, by Pordenone^ 
whidb last the reader may acbnm or aot» as he 
pleases. We cannot close this list withiNit re- 
ferring to the Christ bearing his cross^ by Do- 
menidbino, a picture full of interest aod skSI; 
and the little touching aHegory of l^e Infant 
Christ sleeping on a cross, by Guido. 

is said in the catalogue to be painted on toach-sione.. 
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The Dulch School contains a number of ex- 
cellent specimens of the best masters. There 
are two Teaierses, a Fair, and Boors merry-' 
m^ikin'gf unrivalled for a look of the open air» 
for lively awkward gesture, and variety and gro- 
tesqueness of grouping and rustic character. 
There is a little picture, by Le Nain> called the 
Village Minsirel, with a set of youthful audi- 
tors, the most incorrigible little mischievous 
urchins we ever saw, but with admirable ex- 
ecution and expression. The Metzus are cu- 
rious and fine — ^the Ostades admirable. Gerard 
Douw's own portrait is certainly a gem. We 
noticed a Ruysdael in one corner of the room 
(No. 221), a darky flat, wooded country, but 
delectable in tone and pencilling. Vandevdde's 
Sea-pieces are capital — the water is smooth as 
^lass, and the boats and vessels have the buoy- 
ancy of butterflies on it. The Sea-port, by A. 
Cuyp, is miraculous for truth, brilliancy, and 
clearness, almost beyond actual water. These 
eannot be passed over; but there is a little 
picture which we beg to commend to the gentle 
reader, the Vangoyen, at the end of the room. 
No. 156, which has that yellow-tawny colour 
in the meads, and that grey chill look in the 
old convent, that give one the precise feeling 
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r4 X Bj^i %likj iom%r^ %S^t csd of wiater, ib a 
koaji, marih^ cofiiitrtr. We ■■■! ^eais ago 
ci^p(«ii A Vin^i>;««m. a viev of a Casai " with 
jtU/Cim turbcti biiaks aad ciidiag sail,** modest^ 
peacdkii, trulT ^h — aad kave hmA aa afecdon 
t«>r kui cv«r %iace. Tk«ffe is a ssmJI Juner room 
with aOBe moK»t Rspcctable noden pictures. 
Wii&ie's Bri^j^M't*kU b amoo^ theiB. 

The SitcTi^aii^ts^ hy N. Poussia, occupy a 
aepaxate roon bj thesseivcs, aad have a grand 
and sokma effect : bat we coald kardfy see them 
where they are ; aad in geaeral, we prefer his 
treatmeat c^' light and cUs^cal sahfects to those 
of sacred history. He wanted weight for the 
last; or, if that word is objected to, we wiH 
change it, and sAxJoret, 

On the whole, the Stafford Galleiy is proba- 
cy the most magnificent Collection this country 
can boast. The specimens of the different 
schools are as numerous as the¥ are select : 
and they are equally calculated to delight the 
student by the degree, or to inform the uninitia- 
ted by the variety of excellence. Yet even this 
Collection is not complete. It is deficient in 
Rembrandts, Vandykes, and Rubenses ; except 

one splendid allegory and fruit-piece by the 
last. 
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X HE palaces of Windsor and Hampton -court 
contain pictures worthy of the feelings we attach 
to the names of those places. The first boasts 
a number of individual pictures of great excel- 
lence and interest, and the last the Cartoons. 

Windsor Castle is remarkable in many re- 
spects. Its tall* grey, square towers* seated on 
a striking enunenoe* overlook for many miles 
the subjacent country* and* eyed in the distance* 
lead the mind of the solitary traveller to roman- 
tic musing ; or* approached nearer* give the heart 
a quicker and stronger pulsation. Windsor, 
besides its picturesque* commanding situation, 
and its being the only palace in the kingdom fit 
for the receptacle of *' a line of kings," is the 



76 THE PICTURES AT WINDSOR CASTLE. 

«cene of many classical associations. Who caor 
pass through Datchet, and the neighbouring 
greensward paths, and not think of FalstaiF, of 
Ann Page, and the oak of Heme the hunter ? 
Or if he does not^ still he is affected by them as 
if he did. The tall sHm deer glance startled by, 
in some neglected track of memory, and fairies 
trip it in the unconscious haunts of the imagi- 
nation! Pope's lines on Windsor Forest also 
suggest themselves to the mind in the same 
way, and make the air about it delicate. Gray 
has consecrated the same spot by hi^ Ode on 
a Distant Prospect of Eton College ; and the 
finest passage in Burke's writings is his com- 
parison of the British Monarchy to ** the proud 
Keep of Windsor." The walls and massy towers 
of Windsor Castle are indeed built of solid 
stone, weather-beaten, time-proof; but the 
image answering to them in the mind's eye » 
woven of pure thought and the airy films of the 
imagination — Arachne's web not finer ! 

The rooms are chill and comfortless at this 
time of the year,* and gilded ceilings look down 
on smoky fire-places. The view from the win- 
dows, too, which is so rich and glowing in the 
summer-time, is desolate and deformed with the 
yains overflowing the marshy grounds. As to 

* Written in February, 1823. 
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physical comfort, one seems to have no more of 
it in these tapestried halls and on marble floors, 
than the poor bird driven before the pelting 
storm, or the ploughboy seeking shelter from 
the drizzling sky, in his sheepskin jacket and 
clouted shoes, beneath the dripping, leafless 
spray. The palace does not (more than the 
hovel) always defend us against the winter's 
cold. The apartments are also filled with too 
many mbbishly pictures of kings and queens — 
there are too many of Verrio's paintings, and a 
whole roomful of West's ; but there are ten or 
twenty pictures which the eye, having onee seen, 
never loses sight of, and that make Windsor 
•ne of the retreats and treasuries of art in this 
country. These, however, are chiefly pictures 
which have a personal and individual interest 
attached to them, as we have already hinted : 
there are very few historical compositions of 
any value, and the subjects of the others are 
so desultory that the young person who shows 
them, and goes through the names of the paint- 
ers and portraits very correctly, said she very 
nearly went out of her mind in the three weeks 
she was *' studying her part.'' It is a matter of 
nomenclature : we hope we shall make as few 
bJunders in our report as she did. 
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In the lirst room the stranger is shown into, 
there are two large landscapes by Zuoearelli* 
They are clever, weU-pamted pietiircs ; h«t diey 
are worth nothing. The favH of tiiis artist is, 
that there is noUiing absolutely good or bad in 
bis pictures. They are mere handicraft* The 
whole is done with a certain meehanical ease 
and indifference; but it is evident no part of 
the picture gave him any pleasure^ and it ia im- 
possible it should give the spectator any. Hhi 
only ambition was to execute his task so as to 
save his credit; and yottr first impnise is, to 
turn away from the picture, and save your time. 

In the next room, there are four Vandykes*— 
two of them excellent. One is the Duchess, of 
Richmond, a whole^engthj in a white satin dra- 
pery, with a pet lamb. The expression of her 
face is a Kttle sullen and capricious. The other, 
the Covntess of Carlisle, has a shrewd, clever, 
sensible countenance; and, in a certain archness 
of look, and the contour of the lower part of the 
face, resmbles the late Mrs. Jordan.<-^Between 
these two portraits is a copy after RemlMrandt, 
by Oainsborough, a fine sombre, mellow head,- 
with the hat flapped over the face. 

Among the most delightful and interesting of 
the pictures in this CoUectipn, is the portrait by 
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Yandyk^i of Lady Venetia I^igby. It is an alle- 
gorieal composkion : but what truth, what pu- 
lity, what delicacy in the execution ! You are 
introduced into the presence of a beautiful wo- 
man of quality of a former age, and it would be 
next to impossible to perform an unbecoming 
action with that portrait hanging tn the room. 
It has an air of nobility about it, a spirit of 
humanity within it. There is a dove-like in^ 
nocence and softness about the eyes ; in the 
dear, delicate complexion, health and sorrow 
contend for the mastery ; the mouth is sweet- 
ness itself, the nose h%hly intelUg^t, \and 
the forehead is one of ** clear-spirited thought.*' 
But misfortune has touched all this grace and 
beauty, and leltrits canker there. This is shown 
no less by the air that pervades it, thafa by the 
accompanying emblems. The children in par- 
ticular are eiDquisitely painted, and have an evi* 
' dent reference to those we lately noticed in the 
Four Ages, by Titian. This portrait, both from 
the style and subject, reminds one forcibly of 
Mrs* Hutchinson's admirable Memoirs of her 
own Life. Both are equally history, |md the his- 
tory of the female heart, (depicted, in the one 
^^ase, by the pencil, in the other, by the pen) in the 
finest age of female accomplishment and pious 
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* 

devotion. Look at this portrait, breathing the 
beauty of virtue, and compare it with the " Beau- 
ties" of Charles II.'s court, by Lely. They look 
just like what they were — a set of kept-mis- 
tresses, painted, tawdry, showing off their 
theatrical or meretricious airs and graces, with- 
out one trace of real elegance or refinement, or 
one spark of sentiment to touch the heart. 
Lady Grammont is the handsomest of them ; and, 
though the most voluptuous in her attire and 
attitude, the] most decent. The Duchess of 
Portsmouth, in her helmet and plumes, looks 
quite like a heroine of romance or modern Ama- 
zon ; but for an air of easy assurance, inviting 
admiration, and alarmed at nothing but being 
thou^t coy, commend us to my lady— —above, 
in the sky-blue drapery, thrown carelessly across 
her shoulders ! As paintings, these celebrated 
portraits cannot rank very high. They have an 
affected ease, but a real hardness of manner 
and execution ; and they have that contortion of 
attitude and setness of features which we after- 
wards find carried to so disgusting and insipid 
an excess in Kneller's portraits. Sir Peter Lely 
was, however, a better painter than Sir Godfrey 
Kneller — that is the highest praise that can be 
accorded to him. He had more spirit, more 
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tHPiginality, and was the livelier coxcomb of the 
two ! Both these painters possessed considera- 
ble mechanical dexterity, but it is not of a re- 
fined kind. Neither of them could be ranked 
among great painters, yet they were thought 
by their contemporaries and themselves superior 
to every one. At the distance of a hundred 
years we see the thing plainly enough. 

In the same room with the portrait of Lady 
Digby, there is one of Killigrew and Carew, by 
the same masterly hand. There is spirit and 
character in the profile of Carew, while the head 
of Killigrew is . surprising from its composure 
and sedateness of aspect. He was one of the 
grave wits of the day, who made nonsense a 
a profound study, and turned trifles into phi- 
losophy, and philosofAy into a jest. The pale, 
sallow complexion of this head is throughont in 
wonderful keeping. The beard and face seem 
nearly of the same colour. We often see this clear 
uniform colour of the skin in Titian's portraits. 
But then the. dark eyes, beard, and eye-brows, 
give relief and distinctness. The fair hair and 
comi^exipns, that Vandyke usually painted, with 
the almost total absence of shade from his pic- 
tures, made the task more difiicult ; and, indeed, 
the prominence and effect he produces in this 

G 
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re^pectv without any of t)ie ^|»^%1 QM»6iif»s ^9e 
almost mir^ul(>us. 

There are several of hU portrait^j tquefftnai 
aod otlurs> of Charles I. in this Co\\e,^thB, sMne 
of tbena goody nope of them fir^t-rate. ThMe 
of Qeofictt^ (his Quaen) arie always d^lf^tfiiL 
The painter has mad^ b^r tl^e most Ia4y-iike 
of Queens, and of WOmen^ 

The family picture of tb« Cbildren of Cha^rles 
I. is certainly admirably paifittad |t9d m^ased. 
The large mastiff-dog i^ inin^t^Wy fip^ HAd tme 
to nature, and see^sp a^ if be WAK m^e to b^ 
p^Ued about by a pwc^ of i^ytli i^fwta irom 
generation to ge^i^atioip. lu gi^Miali it may \m 
ol^fBcted to' Vandyke's iresied children^ thst 
tb^y loob like little old m^n and women. His 
gfown-iip people had icio mudi sliffQeni and 
fomudily ; and the same thkig mnsj^ quite over- 
lay the playfulness of infai^^ ¥et what a 
4Weimfi^ b^ween theae young princes of Ae 
I{pu^ of Stuart> and two of tiie princes of the 
y^gW^ family with di^ii melher, by Ramsey, 
wbjcb %re jcyideut likenesses to this hour I 

We b^ye lost Qun reckoning jis tq tb^ order ef 
the pi4iire« mA jr/9i>ms in wbiiib tb^y 9fie placed* 
9iid inns^ prpc^^d promiscuously tbrougb the 
refna^i^der pf pur C^t^log^e, . . 
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Otfe of the W>U njOted pictures at Windsar 
is that of the Misers, by Quiatin Mfttsys. Its 
aame is greater than its merits, like oiaay other 
j^tur^ which have a liicky or intelligible sub- 
jeoly boldly executed. The conception is good, 
the cotourhig bad ; the drawing firm, and the 
expression coarse and obvious. We are sorry 
to speak att all disparagingly of Quintin Matsys ; 
for the story goes that he was originally bred a 
l^adu»iiiith, and turned painter to gain his mast- 
er's daughtei, who would give her hand to no one 
but on that condition. Happy he who thus gain- 
ed the object of t^ love, though posterity may 
diSer about his merits as ai\ artist ! Yet it i» 
certain, that any romantic incident of this kiad, 
comieeted with a well-known work, inclines us 
to regard it with a favouiable instead of a cri- 
tical eye, by enhancing our pleasure in it ; as 
the eccentric character, the wild subjects, 
and -the sounding name of Salvator Rosa have 
tended to Hft him into the highest rank of fame 
among painters. ' 

In the same room with the Misers, by the 
Blacksmith of Antwerp, is a very different pic- 
ture by Titian, consisting of two figures also, 
viz. Himself and i^ Venetian Senator. It is one 
of the finest specimens of this master* His own 

G2 
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portrait is not much : it has spirit, but is hard, 
with somewhat of a vulgar, knowing look. But 
the head of the Senator is as fine as any thing 
that ever proceeded from the hand of man. The 
expression is a lambent flame, a soul of fire 
dimmed, not quenched by age. The flesh, is 
flesh. If Rubens's pencil fed upon roses, Titian's 
was carnivorous. The tone is betwixt a gold 
and silver hue. The texture and pencilling are 
marrowy. The dress is a rich crimson, which 
seems to have been growing deeper ever since 
it was painted. It is a front view. As far as 
attitude or action is concerned, it is mere 5fi//- 
iifc : but the look is of that kind that goes 
through you at a single glance. Let any one 
look well at this portrait, and if he then sees 
nothing in it, or in the portraits of this pain- 
ter in general, let him give up virtti and criti- 
cism in despair. 

This room is rich in valuable gems, which 
might serve as a test of a real taste for the art, 
depending for their value on intrinsic qualities, 
and not on imposing subjects, or mechanical 
arrangement or quantity. As where «' the still, 
small voice of reason*' is wanting, we judge of 
actions by noisy success and popularity; so 
where there is no true moral sense in art, no- 
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thing goes down but pomp, and bustle, and pre- 
tension. The eye of taste looks to see if a work 
has nature's finest image and superscription 
upon it, and for no other title and passport to 
fame. There is a Young Man's Head, (we believe 
in one corner of this room) by Holbein, in which 
we can read high and heroic thoughts and 
resolutions, . better than in any Continence of 
Seipio we ever saw, or than in all the Battles 
of Aieximder thrown into a lump. There is a 
PortraU ofErasmtiSy by the same, and in the 
same or an adjoining room, in which we see into 
the mind of a scholar and of an amiable man, as 
through a window. There is a Head by Parme- 
giano, lofty, triumphant, showing the spirit of 
another age and clime — one by Raphael, studi- 
ous and self-involved — another, said to be by 
Leonardo da Vinci (but more like Holbein) 
grown crabbed with age and thought — and a 
girl reading, by Correggio, intent on her subject, 
and not forgetting herself. These are the ma- 
terials of history ; and if it is not made of them, 
it is a nickname or a mockery. All that does 
not lay open the fine net-work of the heart and 
brain of man, that does not make us see deeper 
into the soul, is but the apparatus and machi- 

G3 
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nery of history^pftintisg, and no more to it UMft 
the fmme is to tlie pictai«. 

We noticed a Iktle Moier Dolorosa in one of 
the rooms, by Carlo Do)ci> which is a pale, 
pleasing, expressive head. There are two large 
figures of his, a Magdaien aad aaotiier, which 
are in the very falsest style of colouring and ex- 
pression ; and YoHth and Age, hy Dennen wUdi 
are in as perfectly bad a tadte and style of exe- 
cution as any thing we ever saw of this artist, 
who was an adept in that way. 

We are afraid we have forgotten one or two 
meritorious pictures which we meant to notice. 
There is one we just recollect, a ^Hraif^f n 
YomHi in Mack, by Parmegiano. It is in a^sHUfu- 
lar style, but very bold, expressive, and naiurai. 
There is (in the same apartment of the palace) 
a fine picture of the Rattle of Norkngen, i»y 
Rubens. The size and spirit of the horses in the 
fore-ground, and the obvious animation of the 
riders, are finely contrasted with the airy perspec- 
tive and mechanical grouping of the armies at 
a distance ; and so as to prevent that ooi^sion 
and want of positive relief, which usually per- 
vade Battle-pieces. In the same room (opposite) 
is Kneller's Chinese converted to C^mftcmtly-^ 
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a portrait ef wlHch h* was juslly ptomd, Iti» 
a fine oil-pictiirei elm,Tf tawny, withottt trick 
or ailMtalioii^ and AtU ol cdliiiMter. Ohe &f 
Kndler's fine ladies or geatlemen, with th^r 
wigs and iimpSes, would have been mortally of- 
fended to have been so painted. The Chinese 
rdtains the same oily sly look, after his conyer- 
sion as before, and seems just as incapable of a 
change of religion as a piece of terra cotta. On 
each side of this performance are two Guidos, 
the Perseus and Andromeda^ and Venus attired 
by the Grebes. We give the preference to the 
former. The Andromeda is a fine, noble figure, 
in a striking and even daring position^ with an 
impassioned and highly-wrought expression of 
feiettures; and the whole scene is in harmony 
with the subject. The Venus attired by the 
Graces (though AiU of beauties, particularly the 
colouring of the flesh in the frail Goddess) is 
formal and disjointed in the composition ; and 
some of the actions are void oi grace and even 
of decorum. We allude particularly to the 
Maid'in-waiting, who is combing her hair, and 
to the 'one "tying on her sandals, with her arm 
crossing Venus's leg at right angles. The Cu- 
pid in the window is as light and wanton as a but- 
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teffly flying out of it. He may be said to flutter 
and hover in his own delights. There are 
two capiUd engrayings of thesis pictures by 
Strange. 
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\LHIS ]»alace is a very magnificent one, and 
we think» has been undeservedly neglected. It 
is Dutch-built, of handsome red brick, and be*- 
longs to a class of hoase^^ the taste for which 
afipears to have beai naturalised in this country 
along with the happy introduction of the Houses 
of Orange and Hanover. The i^proach to it 
through Bushy-Park ts delightful, inispirittng at 
this time of year ; and the gardens about it, with 
their close-clipped holly hedges and arbours of 
evergreen, look an artificial summer all the year 
round. The statues that are interspersed do not 
freeze in winter, and are cool and classical in 
the wanner seasons. The Toy^Inn stands op- 
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portunely at the eatrance, to invite the feet of 
those who are tired of a straggling walk from 
Brentford or Kew, or oppressed with thought 
and wonder after 'seeing the Cartoons. 

Besides these last, however, there are several 
fine pictures here. We shall pass over the 
Knellers, the Verrios, and the different portraits 
of the Royal Family, and come at once to the 
Nine Muse$, by Tintoret. Or rather, his Nine 
Muses are summed up in one, the back*figure in 
the right-hand comer as you look at the picture, 
which is all grandeur, elegance^ and grace*— -- 
We should think that in the gu$to of form nmd 
a noble freedom of outline, Midhael Angelo 
could hardly have surpassed this figure. Tlie 
face too, which is half turned round, is chamti* 
ingly handsome. The back, the shoulders, the 
legs, are the perfection of bold delicacy, ex- 
panded into full-blown luxuriance, and then 
retiring as it were from their own proud beauty 
and conscious charms into soft and airy loveli- 
ness— 

Fine by degrees, and beautifullj less. 

Is it a Muse ? Or is it not a figure formed for 
action more than contemplation ? Perhaps this 
hypercritical objection may be true ; and it 
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migbt without any change of character or im* 
propriety be supposed, from its buoyancy, its 
ease, and sinewy elasticity, to represent the 
quivered Groddess shaping her bow for the chase. 
Buty at any rate, it is the figure of a Goddess, or 
of a woman in shape equal to a Goddess. The 
cdiour is nearly gone, so th^t it has almost the 
tone of a black and white chalk-drawing ; and 
the effect of form remains pure and unrivalled. 
There are several other very pleasing and ably- 
drawn figures in the group, but they are eclipsed 
in the superior s|riendour of this one. So far 
the composition is faulty, for its balance is de- 
stroyed ; and there are certain critics who could 
probably maintain that the picture would be 
better, if thb capital excellence in it had been 
deliberately left out : the picture would, indeed, 
have been more according to rule, and to the taste 
of those who judge, feel, and see by rule only ! 
Among die portraits which are curious, is one of 
Baccio BandmelHt with his emblems and imple- 
ments of sculpture about him, said to be by Cor- 
reggio. We cannot pretend to give an opinion on 
this point; but it is a studious, powerful, and 
elaborately painted head. We find the name of 
Tittaii attached to two or three portraits in the 
C#llection. There is one very fine one of a young 
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man in Uaok» with a black bead of bair» Ihe 
face seen in a three-quarlier view, and ike daik 
piercing eye, lull of aitbtle meaQHig, looking 
round al you; whieb is pi ebaUj^ by Titianj bul 
certainly not (a9 it is pveteaded) of hiipself. It 
has not the aquiline cast oS features by which 
his own portraits are obviously tistiogiusbed. 
We have seen a print of this piotuse, in which 
it is said to be done for Ignatius Loyola. The 
portrait of a lady ^^^^ gi^een and wiiite purfled 
sleeves (like the leaves and flciwef of the waiter* 
lily, and as clear ! ) is admirable. It wiis ip the 
Pall-'Mall exhibitiion of the Oki Masters a short 
time ago ; apd is by Sebastian del PiooAbo. — 
The care of the painting, the neural ease of the 
attitude, and the steady^ ^eqsiiUe, cot^&tfutbt^ 
look of the oountenance, place this yt a class 
of pictur^es, vUcb one feels a wisl^ to have 
alwiiys l^ one's side, whei^ver there ^ a 
want of thoiMfht, or a flaw in the tenM^er, that 
requires filling up or setting to rights by some 
agreeable and at the same time not over-exciting 
object. There are several soi-disant Parniegi- 
anos ; one or two good Bassans ; a BoKile^Pifice 
set down to Julio Romano ; a coloured drawing 
(in Que corner of a room) of a Nymph and Soityr 
is very fine ; and some of Polemberg's little 4>8 
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agreeable pictures of tlie same subject^ in which 
the Satyrs.lQok like pt^Ury bits of painted wood, 
^ud the Nymphs Uke glazed China-ware. We 
have 9t pr^jv^ce agOiinat Polemberg, which is a 
rare thing with us ! 

The Cartoons occupy a room by themselvea — 
there ^re not many suph rooms in the world 
J^U other pictures look like oil and varnish to 
these — ^wc are stopped and attracted by the co- 
louring, thepenoilUngi the finishing, or the want 
of it, that is, by the instrumentalities of the art 
— but here the painter seems to have fiung bis 
mind upon the canvas ; his thoughts* his great 
ideas alone prevail;' there is nothing between 
us pfkd the ful^ect; we look through a frame, 
andsee s^ripture-historiesji and are made actual 
spectators of miraculous events. Not to speak it 
profanely, they are a sort of rev.0la$ion of the 
subject^j^ of which they treat ; there i^ 9ji ease 
and freedom of manner about ^hem, which 
brings preternatural char^^ptera aP,^ i^ituatjons^ 
home to us, with the familiarity of comniqn 
cYcry-day Qccurrence^; aQ4 wj^ile th^ figures 
fill, raiae, and satisfy the mind, they seen^ io 
haye cost the painti^r potbing. Tbc CartoQns 
are umgue productions in the art. They are 
mere intellectual, or rather visible abstractions 
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of truth and nature. Every where else we see 
the means ; here we arrive at the end apparently 
without any means. There is a Spirit at work 
in the divine creation before us. We are uncon* 
scions of any details, of any steps taken, of any 
progress made ; we are aware only of compre- 
hensive results, of whole masses and figures. 
The sense of power supersedes the appearance 
of effort. It is like a waking dream, vivid, but 
undistinguishable in member, joint, or limb ; or 
it is as if we had ourselves seen the persons and 
things at some former period of our being, and 
that the drawing certain dotted lines upon coarse 
paper, by some unknown speU, brought back 
the entire and living iiAages, and made them 
pass before us, palpable to thought, to feeling, 
and to sight. Perhaps not all is owing to ge- 
nius : something of this effect may be ascribed 
to the simplicity of the vehicle employed in em- 
bodying the story, and something to the decay- 
ed and dilapidated state of the pictures them- 
selves They are the more majestic for being 
in ruin: we are struck chiefly with the truth 
of proportion, and the range of conception :' all 
the petty, meretricious part of the art is dead in 
them ; the carnal is made spiritual, the corrupt- 
ible has put on incorruption , and, amidst die 
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wreck of colour, and the mouldering of material 
beauty, nothing is left but a universe of thought, 
or the Inroad, imminent shadows of "calm 
contemplation and miyestic pains !'' 

The first in order is the Death of Ananias ; 
and it is one of the noblest of these noble de-^ 
signs. The effect is striking ; and the contrast 
between the stedfast, commanding attitude of 
the Apostles, and the convulsed and prostrate 
figure of Ananias on the floor, is finely imagin- 
ed. It is much as if a group of persons on shore 
stood to witness the wreck of life and hope. on. 
the rocks and quicksands beneath them. The 
abruptness and severity of the transition are, 
however, broken and relieved by the oth^r hu*. 
man interests in the picture. The Ananias is a 
masterly, a stupendous figure. The attitude, 
the drawing, the expression, the ease, the force, 
are alike wonderful. He falls so naturally, that 
it seems as if a person could fall in no. other 
way ; and yet of all the ways in which a human 
figure could fall, it is probably^ the most ex- 
pressive of a person overwhelmed by and in the 
grasp of Divine vengeance. This is in some 
measure, we apprehend, the secret of Raphaers 
success. Most painters, in studying a^i attitude, 
puzzle themselves to find :ut what will be pic- 

H 
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turesque, and what will be fine, and never dis- 
cover it : Raphael only thought how a person 
wonld stand or fall natufally in such or audi 
circumstances, and the picturesque and ihejine 
followed as matters of course. Henc^ the wn- 
affected force and dignity of his style, whick are 
only another name for truth and nature uader 
impressive and momentous circuiBstanees. TIm 
distraction of the feee, the mclinatioii of the 
head on one side, are as fine as possible, aod 
the agony is just verging to that point, m which 
it is relieved by death. The expression of 
ghastly wonder in the features of the man on 
the floor next him is also remarkable ; and tlie 
mingled beauty, grief, and horror in the fe»fi^ 
head behind can never be enough admired or 
extolled. The pain, the sudden and violent 
contraction of the muscles, is as intense as if a 
sharp instrument had been driven into the foce- 
head, and yet the same sweetness triumphi^ there 
as ever, l^e most perfect self-command and 
dignity of demeanour. We could haza>rd a 
conjecture that this is what fonas the great 
distinction between the natural style of llaphael 
and the natural style of Hogarih. . Both are 
equally intense ; but the one is intense littleness, 
meanness, vulgarity; the otiber is intense gran- 
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<}eMry refinement, and sublimity. In the one 
we see eonmofi, or sometimes uncommon and 
painfid, ctrcuihstadMes acting with all their force 
on narrow minds and deformed- bodies, and 
brtngittg out distorted and violent efforts at ex- 
pression ; in the other we see noble forms and 
lofty cbaraeters contending with adverse, or co- 
opevalittg with powerful impressions from with- 
out, aiid imparting their own unaltered grace, 
aad habitual composure to them. In Hogarth, 
generally, the face is excited and torn in pieces 
by some paltry interest of its own ; in Raphael, 
on the contrary, it is expanded and ennobled by 
the contemplation of some event or object highly 
interesting in itself: that is to say, the passion 
in the one is intellectual and abstracted ; the 
passion in the other is petty, selfish, and con- 
fined. We. have not thought it beneath the 
dignity of the sul^ect to make this comparison 
between two of the most extraordinary . and 
highly gifted persons that the world ever saw. 
If Raphael had seen Hogarth's pictures, he 
Mould not have despised them. Those only can 
do it (and they ure welcome !) who, wanting all 
that he had, can do nothing that he could not, 
or that they themselves pretend to accomplish 
by aflfectation and bombast. X > 
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Elymas the Sorcerer stands next in order, 
and is equal in merit. There is a Roman stern- 
ness and severity in the general look of the 
scene. The figure of the Apostle, who is in- 
flicting the punishment of hlindness on the im* 
postor, is grand, commanding, full of ease and 
dignity : and the figure of Elymas is blind all 
over, aud is muffled up in its clothes from head 
to foot. A story is told of Mr. Garrick<B ob- 
jecting to the natural effect of the action, in the 
hearing of the late Mr. West, who, in vindica- 
tion of the painter, requested the celebrated 
comedian to close his eyes and walk across the 
room, when he instantly stretched out his ha'hds, 
and began to grope his way with the exact at- 
titude and expression of this noble study. It 
may be worth remarking here, that this great 
painter aud fine observer of human nature has 
represented the magician with a hard iron visage, 
and strong uncouth figure, made up of bones 
and muscles, as one not troubled with weak 
nerves, nor to be diverted from his purpose by 
idle scruples, as one who repelled all sympathy 
with others, who was not to be moved a jot by 
their censures or prejudices against him, and 
who could break with ease through the cobweb 
snares which he laid for the credulity of man- 
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kind, without being once entangled in his own 
delusions. His outward form betrays the hard, 
.wiimaginative, self-willed understanding of the 
Sorcerer. — ^There is a head (a profile) coming in 
.on one side of the picture, which we would 
point out to our readers as one of the most fine- 
ly relieved, and best preserved, in this series. 
The face of Elymas, and some others in the pic- 
ture^ have been a good deal hurt by time and 
•ill-treatment. There is a snuffy look under the 
nose, as if the water-colour had been washed 
away in some damp lumber-room, or unshelter- 
.ed out-house. The Cartoons have felt *' the 
•seasonsV difference,*' being exposed to wind and 
rain, tossed about from place to place, and cut 
down by profane hands to fit them to one of 
their abodes ; so that it is altogether wonderful, 
that ** through their looped and tattered wretch- 
edness,'* any traces are seen of their original 
splendour and beauty. That they are greatly 
changed from what they were even a hundred years 
ago, is evident from the heads in the RadclifFe 
library at Oxford, which were cut out from one of 
them that was nearly destroyed by some accident, 
and from the large French engravings of single 
iieads, done about the same time, which are as 
finished and correct as possible. Even Sir 

h3 



102 THE PICTURES AT HAMFTON COURT. 

James TkortthiU's copies bew testimony to the 
same effect. Though wil^ut die spiitt «f the 
originals, they have fewer Wots aid faiotelMS 
in them, from having heen better tak«n ct»e of. 
A skeleton is bareiy left <rf ^xe Caitootts : tot 
their mighty relics, like the hones of the 
Mammoth, tell us what the entire Md inring 
fabric must have hieen ! 

In The Gate BeatUiful there is a proftaicm 4]f 
what is fine, and of imposing contmsts. The 
twisted pillars have been fonnd Aiult with; bot 
there they stand, and will for ever stand to war- 
swer ail cavillers with their wreathed befttitj. 
The St. John in this Cartoon is «n instaaoe «f 
what we have above hinted as to the cavages of 
time on these pictures, in the old French 
graving (half the size of life) the ftieitnies 
exceedingly well marked and heaifctifiil, wheftaeas 
Ihey are here in a great measure de&ced; asd 
the hair, which is at present a mere clotted 
mass, is woven into gracefol and waving ««iis. 

Like to those banging locks 
Of yoang Apollo. 

Great inroads have been made on the delicate 

utline of the other parts» and the ^ui;fiBiGe hsts 

been generally injured. The Beggars are bs fine 
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as ever : they do not lose by the squalid condi- 
tMMi of their garb or features,, but remain pa- 
triamhs of poverty, and mighty in disease and 
tRfirmit^^ as iftheycrawled and grovelled on th* 
pavemeiit of Heaven. They ai« lifted above this 
wsmM! The ohild eanyiug the doves at his 
batsk IS an exquisite example of grace, and in- 
n^cenoe, and buoyant motion ; and the face and 
figure ofihe young woman seen directly over him 
give a glad lv<eloome to the eye in their fresh, 
uaalli^ed, and radiant sweetness and joy. This 
he^ seems to have been spared from the unhal- 
lowed touch of iiyucy, like a little isle or circlet 
of beauty. It was guarded, we may suppose, ^by 
its own heavenly^ feminine look of smiling loveli- 
ness. Th^e is another very fine female head on 
the opposite side of the picture, of a graver cast, 
looking down, and nearly in profile. The only 
, part of this Cartoon that we object to, or should 
be for iumk^ ouU is the lubberly naked %ure 
of a boy close to one of the pillars, who seems 
to have no sort of business there, and is an ob- 
vious eye-sore. 

The Mimcuhus Draught of Fishes is admi- 
rable for the clearness and prominence of the 
figttse% fcr the vigorous markiag of the muscles, 
for the fiue es^essioa id devout emotion in 
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the St. Peter, asd for the calm dignity in the 
attitude, and divine benignity in the coui^e* 
nance of the Christ. Perhaps this head ei- 
presses, mdre than any other that ever was 
attempted, the blended meekness, benevolenee, 
and snbtimity in the character of our Saviour. 
The whole figure is so st91, so easy, it ahnost 
floats in air, and seons to sustain the boat by 
the secret sense of power. We idudl not attempt 
to make a formal rejdy to the old objection to 
the diminutive sice of the boat, but we confess it 
appears to us to enhance the value of the mira- 
cle. Its load swells proportionaUy. in compari- 
son, and the waves conspireio bear it up. The 
Storks on the shore are not the least animated 
or elevated part of the picture ; they exult in 
the display of divine power, and share in the 
prodigality of the occasion. 

The Sacrifice at Lyitra has the marks of 
Raphael's hand on every part of it. You see 
and almost hear what is passing. What a 
pleasing relief to the confosed, busy scene, are 
the two children piping at the altar ! How finely, 
how unexpectedly, but naturally, that innocent 
rustic head of a girl comes in over the grave 
countenances and weighty, thoughtfol heads of 
the group of attendant priests ! The aniraak 
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brought to be sacrificed are equally fine in the 
expression of terror, and the action of resist* 
ance to the rude force by which they are dragged 
along. 

A great deal has been said and written on 
the St* Paul preaching at Atkent. The features 
of excellence in this composition are indeed so 
ImM and striking as hardly to be mistaken. 
The abrupt figure of St. Paul, his hands raised 
in that fervent appeal to Him who ** dwelleth not 
in temples made with hands," such as are seen 
in gorgeous splendour all around, the circle of 
his auditors, the noble and pointed diversity of 
heads, the one wrapped in thought and in its 
cowl^ another resting on a crutch and earnestly 
scajining the face of the Apostle rather than his 
doctrine, the careless attention of the Epicu- 
rean philosopher, the fine young heads of the 
disciples of the Porch or the Academy, the 
denched fist and eager curiosity of the man in 
firont as if be was drinking sounds, give this 
picture a superiority over all the others for 
popular and intelligible effect. We do not think 
that it is therefore the best; but it is the easiest 
to describe and to remember. 

The Owing of the Keys is the last of them : 
it is at present at Somerset House. There is no 
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set pocpase keie, ao atadi«d cealmit; it is 
an afgregatMi of grandeur asd faigh feeling. 
Tbe diflcipks gather roimd Chri«i» like a flack 
of sheep listening to some divine shepherd. 
The figure of their maetet is aUbiiBie : fate conn- 
lenanoe aad attilttde <' in act lo spei^." The 
landscape is also extreiMriy fine and of a «oolh«- 
ing character.— -Every thing hSh into ita place 
in these pictures. The figures aeooi to step 
just where their busineas and feelings bring 
them : n<rt a fold in the draperies can foe dis- 
posed of for the better or otkerartse than iiis. 

It would be in vain to enofneraie tbeipattieukr 
%ures, or to exfrfain the stoi^ of wocks so w«H 
known : what we have aimed at has bisfa to ilhew 
the spirit that hrealkes Uifough them, atid we 
shall coiint ourselves iiartunatej if we have not 
sullied them with our praise. We do AOt eaie 
about some works: biii these yvere aaeM4 
to our imaginations^ and we should be sarry 
indeed to have profaned diem by desor^on oi 
criticism. We have hurvied through oar unft- 
avoidable task with fear, aad look back to it 
with doubt. 
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yrE seldom quit a mansion like that of which 
we have here to give; soine account, and return 
homewards, but we think ;of Warton*s Sonnet ^ 
written after seeing WiUon^house, 

From Pembroke's princelj 4ome, where mimic irt 

Deoks with a mtt^t hand the dizzling bowers. 

Its liviog hues where the warm pencil pears, 

Aod breathing forms from the rade marble start, 

How to life's humbler scenes can I depart ? 

M7 breast all glowing from those gorgeous tow'Di, 

In mj low cell how cheat the sullen hoars ? 

Vain the complaint ! For Fancy can impart 

(To Fate saperior, and to Fortone's doom) 

Whatever adorns the stately-storied hall : 

She, mid the dungeon's solitary gloom. 

Can dre$s the Graces in their Attic pall : 

Bid the green Undscape*s Ternal beauty bloom , 

And in bright trophies clothe the twilight wall. 
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Having repeated these lines to ourselves, we 
sit quietly down in our chairs to con over our 
task, abstract the idea of exclusive property, and 
think only of those images of beaufy aad of 
grandeur, which we can carry away with us in 
our minds, and have every where before us. Let 
us take some of these, and describe them how 

we can. 

There is one—we see it now — ^the Man with 
a Hawk, by Rembrandt. ** In our mind's eye, Ho- 
ratio I" What is the difference between this idea 
which we have brought away with us, and the 
picture on the wall ? Has it lost any of its tone, 
its ease, its depth ? The head turns round- in the 
same graceful moving attitude, the eye carelessly 
meets ours, the tufted beard grows to the chin, 
the hawk flutters and balances himself on his 
favourite perch, his master*s hand ; 'and a shadow 
seems passing over the picture, just leaving a 
light in one corner of it behind, to give a liveUer 
effect to the whole. There is no mark of the 
pencil, no jagged points or solid masses ; it is aU 
air, and twilight might be supposed to have 
drawn his veil across it. It is as mxkdk an idea 
on the canvas, as it is in the mind. There are 
no means employed, as far as you can discover — 
you see nothing but a simple, grand, and natural 
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effect. It is iii^alpable as a tliougbt* intangible 
as a soundr«*^Dayy tke shadt>w8 have a breathing 
harmony, and fling round an undulating echo of 
themselves. 

At everj fall smoothing the raven down 
Of ^arkqess till it smiles ! 

In the opposite corner of tile room is a Pxn'" 
tnuto/a Female (by tke sane), in which every 
thing ift as elear, and pointed^ and lH^oug]lt out 
iiMM> the open day, as in the Ibrnter it is ivftb* 
drawn ffiOHndbse and miinite inspection. The 
faoe glitters vritb smile* as the ear-rings sparkle 
widi ligjht^ The wb^le is stiff, staoehed^ and 
foa»al» has a p€a% or la^aliic look, and you 
thromghoHit m^ric theixtost elaborate and careftl 
fifiishii^^ The two pktiires make ^n ^tithesb^ 
where ti^ are plaeed ; but this was not pro- 
iKfthly ataU. iat&idied : it proceeds sifl»ply from 
tbe iiSiev^w» ui the nature of the sub^t, and 
the^trath :and afq^opviaJte power of the treat- 
meat of itfvrrrlQ^ the middle between these two 
fHCtHi^ i» a small histpry, by Rembrandt, of 
the S^dnfieiiim of Eiizabetk, in which the fi-* 
gures come out straggljxigj dis^jmnted, quaint, 
ugly as in a dreiMu> but partake of the mysteri- 
oas significance of pvet^natural communication. 
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and are seen through the visible gloom, or 
through the dimmer* night of antiquity. light 
and shade* not form or feeling, were the ele- 
ments of which Rembrandt composed the finest 
poetry, and his imagination brooded only over 
the medium through which we discern objects, 
leaving the objects themselves uninspired, un- 
hallowed, and untouched ! 

We must go through our account of these 
pictures as they start up in our memory, not 
according to the order of their arrangement, for 
want of a proper set of memorandums. Our 
friend, Mr. Gummow, of Cleveland*house, had 
a nice little neatly-bound duodecimo Catalogue, 
of great use as a Fade Mecum to occasional 
visitants or absent critics — ^but here we have no 
such advantage ; and to take notes before ccmi- 
pany is a thing that we abhor. It has a look 
of pilfering something from the pictures. While 
we merely enjoy the sight of the objects of art 
before us, or sympathise vnth the approving 
gaze of the greater beauty around us, it is 
well; there is a feeling of luxury and refine^ 
ment in the employment ; but take out a pocket- 
book, and begin to scribble notes in it, the 
date of the picture, the name, the room, 
some paltry defect, some pitiful discovery 
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(not worth remembering), the non-essentials, 
the mechanic common-places of the art, and 
Hie sentiment is gone — you shew that you 
haTe a further object in view, a job to execute, 
a feeling foreign to the place, and different 
from every one else — ^you become a butt and a 
mark for ridicule to the rest of the company 
— and you retire with your pockets full of 
wisdom from a saloon of art, with as little 
right as you have to carry* off the dessert, (or 
what you have not been able to consume,) from 
an inn, or a banquet. Such, at least, is our 
feeling ; and we had rather make a mistake now 
and then, as to a numero, or the name of a room 
in which a picture is placed, than spoil our 
wh<^e pleasure in looking at a fine Collection, 
and consequently the pleasure of' the reader in 
learning :what we thought of it* 

Among the pictures that haunt ^our eye in this 
way is the Adoration of the Angels, by N. Pons- 
sin. It is one of his finest works— elegant, 
graceful, foil of feeling, happy, enlivening. It 
is treated rather as a classical than as a sacred 
subject. The Angels are more like Cupids than 
Angels. They are, however, beautifully group- 
ed, with various and expressive attitudes, and 

I 
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remind oHe> by their hatf antic, half aerioas 
homage, o€ the line — 

Nod to him, elves, and do him coartesiefi. 

They are laden ivith basketa of iowet«-^he 
tone of the pictnre is rosy, flotid ; it seena 
to have been painted at 

The breezj call of incense-breathing moroj 

and the angels overhead sport and gambol in 
the air with butterfly-wings^ like butterffies. 
It is one of those rare prodnetknis that aaftisfy 
the mind, and from which we turn away» sot 
from weariness, but from a fulness of d^ighi.-^ 
The Israelites returning Thmnkw in the WiUef 
ness is a fine picture, but inferior to this. Near 
it is a group of AngelS) said to be by Correggio. 
The expressions are groteaque fuid fine, but the 
colouring does not seem to us to be his. The 
texture of the flesh, as well as the hue, too maA 
resembles the skin of ripe fruit. We meet with 
several fln^ landscapes of the two PouaaiRa, 
(particularly one of a rocky eminence by Gaapar,) 
in the room before yon conne to the Remfaraodts, 
in which the mixture of grey rock and green 
trees and shtubs is beautiftilly managed, with 
striking truth and clearness. 



would wisib to pcMAt out to the attenliaii of our 
rM4ei!0. m oxqwsnto h^ad jof » CAi/d, by Aiidiea 
dd fiftito, Md ft fiqe Sid?atoria the iaaer room 
of all : 19 the room leading to it, a plimiiig^ 
f^MBf Cii3^. an aify, earthy^ooking Teniera, 
and a M^Oer md Sieeping Chiid, by Gaido : 
in the Saloon, a St. CaikeriMe^ one of Pannew 
fiaao -a moot graoefiil ptctares ; a Bt. Agues, by 
Domeniohino, fiiU of Bweetpess, thoaght, fad 
feeling ; and twopiotures by Ila.phael, that haTe 
a look as if patnted on paper : a Repose in Egypt, 
mdSt. Luke pahUing the Virgin, both admirable 
for drawing and exfu-eagion, and a rich, purple, 
crayon tone of colouring. Wherever Raphael 
ia, Aere is grace and dignity, and an infi^minir 
aeul. In the hiat ^mentioned room, near the en- 
Iraooe, ia nbo a ContierHm of Saint Paul, by- 
HAbeiia, of infinite spirit ^ bnlliaocy, and deli* 
oacj of exeeiilion. 

But it 19 in the large room to the right, that 
the q>Ieiidottr and power of Rubens reign trl- 
umphaut and uariviLlled, and yet he has here 
to contend with hlf^iest works and names. The 
four large piotKires of epd^iaatical subjects, the 
Meeting of Abram and Melchisedec, the Ga- 
thering of Manna, the Evangelists, and the 

I2 
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Fathers of the Church, have no match in this 
country for scenic pcnnp, and dazzling airy effect. 
The figures are colossal ; and it might be said, 
without much extravagance, that 'the drawing 
and colouring are so too.* He seems^ to have 
painted with a huge sweeping gigantic pencil, 
and with broad masses of unalloyed colour. The 
spectator b (as it were) dtrown back by the 
pictures, and surveys them, as if placed at a 
stupendous height, as well as distance from 
kirn. This, indeed, is their history : they were 
painted to be placed in some Jesuit'a church 
abroad, at an elevation of forty or ~^fty feet, 
and Rubens would have started to see them 
in a drawing-room or on the ground. Had he 
foreseen such a result,, he would perhaps have 
added something ta the correctness of the fea- 
tures, and taken something from the gorgeous 
crudeness of the colour. But there is grandeur 
of composition, involution of form, motion, 
character in its vast, rude outline, the imposing 
contrast of sky and fi^sh, fine grotesque head*! 
of old age, florid youth, and fawn-like beauty I 
You see nothing but patriarchs, primeval men 
and women, walking among templesj or treading 

* We heard it well said the other daj, that ** RabeDa'a 
l^otures wete the palette of Titlaiir" 
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Hie sky«-or the earth > with an " air and gesture 
proudly eminent,*' as if they trod the sky — 
when man first rose from nothing to his native 
stthlimity. We cannot describe these pictures in 
^heir details.; they are one staggering, blow 
altter another of the mighty hand that ^aeed 
them. All is cast in the same mould, all is 
£lled with the same spirit, all is clad in the 
«ame gaudy robe of light , Rubens was at home 
here ; his/or/^ was the processional, the showy, 
and the imposing ; he grew almost drunk and^ 
wanton with the sense of his power over such 
sulijjectfr; and he, . in fact^ left these pictures 
unfinished in some particulars, that, for the 
place and obj.ect for which they were intended, 
.they might be perfect. They were done (it is 
said) for tapestries from smalL designs, and car- 
ried nearly to their present state of finishing by 
his scholars. There is a smaller picture in the 
49ameroom, Ixian embracing the/alseJunOjWhich 
points out and defines their style of art and 
adaptation for remote effect. There is a delicacy 
in this last picture (which is, however of the size 
*f life) that makes- it look like a miniature ia 
comparison. The flesh of the women is like li- 
lies, or like milk strewed upon ivory. It is soft 
and pearly; but, in the larger pictures, it 'is 

I 3 
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heightened beyond nature, the Veil 6f Itir bet^eeA 
the spectator and the figures^ when placed hi 
the proper position, being supposed to givis Vtkt 
last finishing. Near the Jrton is an histofical 
female figure, by Guido, which will not bear 
any comparison for transparency and d^ca^ 
cy of tint with liie two Junos. — ^Rubens w«8 
undoubtedly the greatest scene-painter in the 
world, if we except Paul Teronese, and tiie 
Fleming was to him flat and insipid. ^< It is 
ylace \irhich lessens and sets off." We once saw 
two pictures of Rubens' hung by the side of the 
Marriage of Cana in the LouVYe; and they 
looked nothing. The Paul Veronese nearty oc- 
cupied the side of a tairge room (the modem 
French exhibition-room) and it was like loaking 
through the tide of a waO, or at a ^endid ban- 
quet knd gallery, full of pebple, and full tyf in- 
terest. The texture of the two Rubenses was 
mbolly^ or flowery, or gaitiny : it was all aKke ; 
but in the Venetian's great work lire pOlars were 
of stone, the floor was marble, the tables were 
wood, the dresses were various stuffs, die sky 
was air, the flesh was flesh ; the groups were 
Hving men and women. Turks, emperouts, 
ladies, painters, musicians — all tvas real, l)a2- 
zling, proifiise, astonishing. It seemed as IfUst 
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iFary doga under the toUe augbt get «p and bark> 
or ftkat nt At MMiad of a trumpet the whole 
aMcmbly might rise and disperse in different 
<Krecriii— , in an instant. This picture, hoiv- 
ever» wnseonaidered as the tcinmph of Paul Ve* 
iMMBe^ and the two by the Flemirii artist that 
l^g hsside it were very inferior to sogie of his, 
9Dd aasnrediy to those now eidiibited in the 
Gallery at Lord Grosvenor's. Neither do we 
wish by this i^usion to dispange Rubens; for 
WIS thinhhim on the wh<4e a greater genaus, and 
afireater painter, than the uval we hare hare 
cqp|M>sed to him, as we may attempt to shew 
when we <oome to speak iof the Collection at 
Blenheim. 

Theie aie some divine Clandes in the same 
room; asd^ey too are like looking through a 
nandow at a select and conscious landscape. 
3!lhcreiare £ie or six, aXL capital for the compo* 
silian^ andbighly pseserved. There is a strange 
and fttHWw/irhal aaamtdimt one of ChH$$ in tie 
AC^aat, as if liie antisA bad tried to contradict 
IwBsei^awl'yetitisClaHdeallover. Nobody bid 
hecenld paint«ne aingle atom of it. The Momni 
is stack up in the very centre of Ibe pictune, 
agamst all rale, like a hngeHlirt-pye : but then 
wiiat an air breathes round it, what a sea en- 
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circles it, what verdure clothes it, what flocks 
«nd herds feed round it, immortal and unchang- 
ed ! Close hy it is the Arch of ConstanHne ; 
hut this is to us a bitter disappointment. A 
print of it hung in a' little room in the country, 
where we used to contemplate it by the .hour 
together^ and day after day, and *' sigh our 
souls*^ into the picture. It was the most graceful, 
the most perfect of all Claude's compositions. 
The Temple seemed to come forward into the 
middle of the picture, as in a dance, to show its 
unrivalled beauty, the Vashti of the scene ! 
Young trees bent their branches over it with 
playful tenderness ;'and, on the opposite side of a 
stream, at which cattle stooped to drink, there 
grew a stately grove, erect, with answering looks 
of beauty: the distance between retired into air 
and gleaming shores. Never was there scene 
so fair, ** so absolute, that in itself iwpm'd all 
delight.'* How did we vrish to compare it with 
the picture ! The trees, we thought, must be of 
vernal green — the sky recalled the mild dawn, or 
softened evening. No, the branches of the trees 
are red, the sky burned up, the whole hard and 
uncomfortable. This is not. the picture, the 
print of which we used to gaze* at enamoured — 
there is another somewhere that we still shall 
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see ! There are finer specimens of the Morning 
and Evening of the Roman Empire, at Lord 
Radnor's, in Wiltshire. Those here have a more 
polbhedy cleaned look, but we cannot prefer 
them on that account. In one comer of the 
room is a St. Bruno, by Andrea Sacchi — a fine 
study, with pale face and garments, a saint dying 
(as it should seem)— but as he dies, conscious 
of an undying sjnrit. The old Catholic painters 
put the soul of religion into their pictures — for 
they felt it within themselves. 

There are two Titians — the Woman taken in 
Adultery, and a large mountainous landscape 
with the story of Jupiter and Antiope. The 
last is rich and striking, but not equal to his 
best; and the former,we think,one of his most ex- 
ceptionable pictures, both in character, and (we 
add) colouring. In the last particular, it is tricky, 
and di^ipovers, instead of concealing its art. 
The flesh is not transparent, hntfi transparency / 
Lei us not forget a* fine Snyders, a Boar-hunt, 
which is highly spirited and natural, as far as 
the animals are concerned; hntia patchy,. wid 
wants the tone and general effect that Rubens 
would have thrown over it. In the middle of 
the right*hand side of the room, is the Meeting 
of Jacob and Laban, by Aiurillo. It is a lively. 
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ottt-of-door Boeiie» fuM of bustle Mid exfnessioB ; 
Imt it rather brisgB us to tke teats and i«iae»ofv 
two bands of gypsies meetii^ on a eHMmmm 
heath, than carries us back to the remote inneti, 
jdaceSf and events, treated o{. MnriQo fras Um 
painter of natnre, not of iJieioM^inaitioB. Tk&re 
is a Sleeping Child by him, oyer the door of 
the saloon (an admirable oabinat-piota«)» and 
another of a iwy^ a littie spirited vnatic, ht^mn^ 
glowing, ** 43ffl liie earth, caithy,*' the flerii tho- 
roughly baked, as if be had come oHt^<tf an oven; 
and whovegards you with a kokas if 'he was. 
afri^ yen jnight kflnd bun apprentice to aoBie 
tvade or handicraft, or send htm to«fi«nday- 
school ; and so put an end to his idiort, tiappy, 
careless life— 4o kis lesaoos from that gneat 
teacher* the Snn — to hb phjfaic, the «ff .ito hsa 
bed^ the eaith — ^and to the soul of his vary 
being. Liberty! 

The first xooni you entcar is fiHed with mom€ 
very good and some very had £ngiish piotaves. 
Thene is Hogarth- s DistresBed Po«#--tbe Detsih 
ofWrnffcy hy West, whkh m not ao g o od as the 
psrint woaid lead us to expect^-an >«io«tient 
wh«le4ength portrait of a yowth, hy Gaiadbo- 
roogh*-*^^ tftan idiA a Hawk, by Iftaalhoabe, and 
Mrt. Siddons as the Tragic Mtuse, by .Sir Joshua. 



^ . ._< . Jtt^mu^ 
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Tkis jpovttak Lord Orasvenar boo^^t tlie other 
Atkj for £1W0* U Ihui liteii in pm% «v6ry Iihm 
il tai be«ti dokl. Sk Joshua sold it for two or 
tiB<^ htudtdl poiMids to a Mr. Caknuie. It was 
then putdhaaed by ifr* DewaAAi wiM> parted 
with it to Mr. William Smith for a larger sum 
(we believe £500) ; and at the sale of that gen- 
tleman's pictures, it was bought by Mr. Watson 
Taylor, the last proprietor, for a thousand gui- 
neas. While it was in the possession of Mr. 
Desenfans, a copy of it was taken by a pupil of 
Sir Joshua's^ of the name of Score, which is now 
in the Dulwich Gallery, and which we always 
took tor an original. The size of the original 
is larger than the copy. There was a dead 
child painted at the bottom of it, which Sir 
Joshua Reynolds afterwards disliked, and he had 
the canvas doubled upon the frame to hide it. It 
has been let out again, but we did not observe 
whether the child was there. We think it had 
better not be seen. 

We do not wbh to draw invidious compari- 
sons ; yet we may say, in reference to the pic- 
tures in Lord Grosvenor*s Collection, and those 
at Cleveland-house, that the former are distin- 
guished most by elegance, brilliancy, and high 
preservation ; while those belonging to the Mar* 
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quis of Stafford look more like old pictures, anif * 
have a corresponding tone of richness and mag-* 
nificence. We have endeavoured to do justice 
to both, but we confess we have fallen very shorfe 
even of our own hopes and expectations. 
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Salisbury plain, barren as it is, is rich in 
collections and monuments of art. There are, 
within the distanoe of a few miles, Wilton, Long- 
ford-Caatk, FonthiU- Abbey, Stoiirhead, and last 
though not least worHiy to be mentioned, Stone- 
henge, that '' huge, dumb heap,^^ that stands on 
the blasted heath, and looks Kke a group of 
giants, bewildered, not knowing what to do, en- 
cumbering the earth, and tamed to stone, while 
in th« act of -wtunng on Heavoi* An attempt 
has lately been made to give to it an antediluvian 
origin. Its mystic round is in all probability fated 
to remain inscrutable, a mighty maze without a 
plan : but still the imagination, when once cu- 
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riosity and wonder have taken possesBion of it, 
lieaves with its restless load, launches conjec- 
ture farther and farther back beyond the land- 
marks of time, and strives to bear down all 
impediments in its course^ as the ocean strives 
to overleap some vast promontory ! 

Fonthill-Abbey, which was formerly hermeti- 
cally sealed against all intrusion,* is at present 
open to the whole world ; and Wilton-House, 
and Longford-Castle, which wefe formerly open 
to every one, are at present shut, except to 
petitioners, and a favoured few. Why is this 
greater degree of strictness in the latter instances 

* This is not absolutely trae. Mr. Banks -the jonnger, 
-and another jonng gentleman, formed an exception to this 
rale, and oontriyed to get into the Abliej-groands, izr spile 
of warning, just as the recluse proprietor happened to be 

.passing by the spot. Instead, howerer, of manifesting aaj 
displeasure, he gave them a most polite reception, shewed 
them whaterer thej expressed a wish, to see, as^ed.them to 
dinner, and after passing the day in the greatest oonTiTialitj, 
dismissed them by saying, " That they might get out as they 

-got in.'' This was certainly a good jest. Our yonthftil 

4dTentorers on forbidden ground, in the midst of their festive 
security, might have expected some such shrewd turn 

.'from the antithetical genius of the author of Vathek^ who 
makes his hero, in a paroxysm of impatience, call oat for 

" the Koran and sugar !*' 



Uim 
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resorted to ? In proportion as the taste for works 
of art becomes more general, do these Noble 
Persons wish to set bounds to and disappoint 
public curiosity? Do they think. that the admi- 
ration bestowed on fine pictures or rare sculp- 
ture lessens their value, or divides the property, 
as well as the pleasure with the possessor ? Or 
do they think that setting aside the formality of 
these new regulations, three persons in the 
course of a whole year would intrude out of an 
impertinent curiosity to see their . houses and 
^ furniture, without having a just value for them 
.as objects of art ? Or is the expence of keeping 
servants -to shew the apartments made the plea 
of this churlish, narrow system? The public 
.are .ready enough to pay servants for their 
. attendance, and those persons are quite as for- 
. ward to do this who make a pilgrimage. to such 
, places on foot as those who approach them in 
. a post-chaise or on horseback with a livery ser- 
vant, which, it seems, is the prescribed. and 
fashionable etiquette ! Whatever is the caused 
we are sorry for it; more particularly as it 
: compels us to speak of these two admired Col- 
- lections from memory only. .It is several years 
since we saw them ; but there are some impres- 
• sions of this sort that are proof against time. 



130 PICTUEES AT WiiTON. 

Lofti Radeor bas the two famous Claudes, the 
Bioming and Evenh^ of the Rofmrn Empire* 
Thougii aa laadsoapeB tiiey are neither ao bnlliairt, 
nor iinished, nor varied^ as some of this Ardst*s, 
there b a weight and concentration of historic 
feeUngabout them which many of his allegorical 
productioBs want. In the first, hsdf-fiiiished 
buildings and mass^ eolamns rise amidst the 
dawning diulgcnee that is streaked with rims of 
inentingaishafale light ; and a noUe tree in the 
foreground, ample, luxuriant, hangs and bsoods 
over the growing design. There is adtin mtstineas 
spread over the scene, as in the beginnii^ of 
things. The Eeeningy the companion to k, is 
even finer. It kas all the goi^eous pomf» that 
attends the meeting of Night and Day, aad 
a -flood ^ gl<(^ ^^^ prevails over the cming 
shadows. In the cool of the evemmg, aonie 
eajktle are feeding on the brink of a glassy stremy, 
t^t reflects a mouldering ruin on one side •{ 
the pictuiie; and so precise is the touch, so 
true, so firm m the pencilliag, so dassieal die 
outline^ Ihatthey give one the idea of sculpttHnsd 
cattle, l^ng the shorty green turf, aoid seem an 
enehaated herd, ! They appear stanq^sd an the 
canvaisto remain there for ever, or as if nothtag 
could root ttem from the spot* Tenth with 
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beavtj (iligf eats the feeling of inmioirtftlity. No 
Dutch {ttclnre ever suf grated Hm feetiag. Tte 
4olbject» are r«al» k is tnte; but ii<H being be«i^ 
ii6d mt imfressive, the mud feek no wish to 
mottklthem i«bo n jpermanent reality, lo.bind 
tkem fcndlj <ob the heart, or loqk them in tihe 
imagination as in a saered reof^, aafe fe^m the 
eavionscaokereftiine. Nooneeyeffeltalongiag, 
a aioknew of the .heart* to aee a Datch landscape 
tMriee ; bujt thoae of Clande, after an absence 
of yeairs, bare this effect* and prodace a kind 
of calenture. The reason of the-dUference 19, 
Hint in mere literal oopies fri^m nature, where 
liw objeots are not interesting in tbeqiHelveSj the 
only attraction is to see. the (slicity of the exf- 
oution; andlMiving once .witnessed tbis» we are 
ssrtisfied« But there is nothing to stir the 
'haej, to keep alive the yeamngs of passion. 
We xeneniber «ie other picture (and but one) 
in JLoffd lUdnor's Collection, that was 'je^ this 
ideal 'Cbaraoter. Jt wasa Jlfa^i/atoi by Guido, 
with Jtieainhig hair, and streaoung eyes look- 
ii^^ npwardfl-«^nll of sentiment and beauty. 

l!heie is but one fine pictiare at Wiltoi^4iouse, 
the JiMM/y Vandffike ; with a noUe Gallery of en- 
tire inarUks, which we laay pronounce to be 
inwalnaUe to' the lover of art or to the student of 

K 2 
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history or human nature. Roman Ennperors or 
Proconsuls, the poets, orators; and aloiost all 
the great men of antiquity, are here '* ranged in 
a row," and palpably embodied either in genuine 
or traditional busts. Some of these indicate an 
almost preternatural capacity and inspired awful- 
nesfl of look, particularly some of the earlier 
sages and fabulists of Greece, which we appre- 
hend to be ideal representations ; while other 
-more modem and better authenticated ones of ce- 
lebrated Romans are distinguished by the strength 
and simplicity of common English heads of the 
best class. — The large picture of the Pembroke 
Fumily, by Vandyke, is unrivalled in its .kind. 
' It is a history of the time. It throws us nearly 
two centuries back to men and manners that no 
longer exist. The members of a Noble Houae 

• ('tis a hundred and sixty years since) are brought 
together in proprid persona, and appear in all 

• the varieties of age, ■ charJetcter, . and costume, 
t There are the old Lord and Lady Pembroke, who 

" keep their state" raised/ somewhat above the 
other groups ; — the one a lively old gentleman, 
who seems as if he could once have 'whispered a 
' flattering tale in a fair lady*s ear ; his help-mate 
- looking a little, fat and sulky by his side; pro- 
bably calculating' the expence of the picture. 
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and not*weU understanding the event of it — there 
are; the daughters,^ pretty, weU*dressed, elegant 
girls, but somewhat insipid, sentimental, and 
vacant — ^then there are the two eldest sons, that, 
might be said to have walked out of Mr. Burke's 
desKsription of the age of chivalry ; the one, a per- 
fect : courtier, a carpet-knight, smooth-faced, 
himdsome, almost effeminate, that seems to have 
moved all his life to '* the mood of lutes and 
soft recorders,'' decked in silks and embroidery 
like the tender. flower issuing: from its glossy 
fol4s; the other, the gallant soldier, shrewd, bold, 
hardy, with spurred heel and tawny buskins, 
ready .to '' mount on barbed steeds, and witch 
the world with noble horsemanship'' — down to. 
the untutored, carroty-headed boy, the Goose- 
GUbie of the piece, who appears to have been 
just dragged from the farm-yard to sit for his 
picture, and stares about him in as great a heat 
and fright as if he had dropped from the clouds : 
— all in this admirable, living composition is in 
its place, in keeping, and bears the stamp of the. 
age and of the master's hand. Even the oak- 
pannels have an elaborate, antiquated look, and 
the furniture has an aspect of cumbrous, consci- 
ous dignity. It should not be omitted that it 
was here (in the house or the adjoining magni- 

K 3 
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ficent gi«und«) tkal Sir Thaifr Sidacrf wM» bm 
ARCADIA ; and tb€ stoty ot MUiUMirM aond 
Philodea^ ot Mop to amd E>oreftt, is quaintlf 
traced on oval paands iii tiM! ptitkipnl dnmhig' 

toom. 

It is oti tliis accoatit tliat we tate isampMt^t^ 
and fauk mth the CoMeetidii at Fotftltm Al^b^» 
1>ecause it exhibits nd pietMW ^ temtA^Me eoA^ 
nente that can be taaked'a# att i€if4o6m o# liM> 
imaginatibii'^whfcb eaiMiot be spdketi df Ihit 
our thoughts take wing sittd sIrSteh tfa^riselMv 
towards it — the very nasM of which Isr «Hiikie lo 
the instructed ear. We w^ald not givtf a rash 
to see any Collection that does noteontam tome 
single pictare at leasts that haunts na with an im* 
easy sense of joy for twenty miles of roa4» that 
may dieer nsl at interval iov twenty yeam of life 
to come. Without some ^c^ llMUg^ti uis^ tfiese 
i^iveled in the brain, the lover tnld diili»pl6 of art 
would truly be ** of att men the most mij»«n^le:*^ 
but with them hovering round hkn, ddd ever 
and awon shining with their glad las^e iMo his 
sleepless soul, he has nothing to feat from faile» 
or fortune. W^e look, and lo I here h erne «l otnr 
side» facing us, though for-'distaiit).' !t is ^le 
¥oong Man> Head, in the Louvre, hf Titian, 
thai is not unlike Jel^onymo <klla PoVretia in Sir 
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Charles GrandisoB. Wbat a look is thtfe of 
calm, uaaUerablo B«l£-pos«eiuiioii — 

AboTe all piito, all passion, and all pride ; 

that diawa the «yil out of humaa life, that whila 
we look at it transfers Iks aant seatiineiit to 
eiur own breasts, and makes us feel as if nothiof 
nmm ox little coidd aver disturb us agaia I This 
ia high art ; thesest is B»eebai|iGal. But tbeieis 
matbiiv like this at FouliuU (oh! bo)» bat every 
thing wloch is the very reverse. As this, hov-> 
cwecy iaaa€«tremei^iaioaof<mi:s» aad aiay be 
a pri^udice, we sbaUL endeavour to support it by 
fiicts. Ibere ia not then a single Titian in $i\ 
this bos^N^ and «ipeasive Collection — there is 
«9t a Raphaet^theve is not a Rubens (except 
oa^ small sketch ) the re is not a Oiiido, nor a 
Va»dyke'«-there is not a Rembrandt, there is 
not a SKcdo Pous^n, nor a fine Claude. The 
two AltkA Claudes, which might have redeemed 
FeaOul], Mr. Beekford sold. What shell we 
say to a OoUecttoo, which uniformly and deli* 
heiately fleets evary great work» and every 
great name in art, to make room for vile x^ities 
and ouriosHies of mechanical skill I It was 
hardly neeesmry to build a cathedot to set up 
a toy-shop I Who would paint a mtaiatttre-pie- 
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lure to hang it at the top of the Monument ? 
This huge pile (capable of better things) is cut 
up into a parcel of little rooms, and those little 
rooms are stuck full of little pictures, and bijou* 
terie. Mr. Beckford may talk of his Diamond 
Berchem, .and so on : this is but the language of 
a petii-maitre in art ; but the author of Vathek 
(with his leave) is not a petit'-maitre. His- genius^ 
as a writer, "hath a devil:'' his taste in pictures 
is the quintessence and rectified spirit of stili- 
life; He seems not to be susceptible of the ' poe- 
try of painting, or else to set his face against it. 
It is obviously a first principle with hkn to ex- 
clude whatever has feeling or imagination — to 
polish the surface,' and suppress the soul of art 
— to proscribe, by a sweeping clause or at one 
fell swoop, every thing approaching to grace, or 
beauty, or grandeur — ^to crush the sense of plea* 
sure or of power in embryo— and to reduce all 
nature and art, as far as possible, to the texture 
and level of a China dish — smooth, glittering, 
cold; and unfeeling ! We do not object so 
much to the predilection for TeHiers, Wouver- 
mans, or Ostade — ^we like to see -natural ob- 
jects naturally painted — ^but we unequivocally 
hate the affectedly mean, the elaborately little, 
the ostentatiously perverse and distorted^ P<^ 
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lemberg*s walls of amber, Mieris's groups' of" 
steely Vuiderwerrs ivory flesh ; — ^yet these are t 
the chief delights of the late proprietor of Font- 
hiil-abbey ! Is it that his mind is '^ a volcano i 
burnt out," and that he likes his senses to re-^ 
pose, and be gratified with Persian carpets and 
enamelled pictures? Or are there not traces 
of the same infirmity of feeling even in the high- 
souled Vathek, who compliments the complexion 
of the two p^es of Fakreddin as being equal to 
'f the porcelain of Franguestan ? " Alas ! Who • 
would have thought that the Caliph Vathek* 
would have dwindled down into an Emperor of 
China and King of Japan ? But so it is. — ' 
Stourhead, the seat of Sir Richard Colt Hoare, 
did not answer our expectations. But Stourton, 
the village where it stands, made up for our* 
disappointment. After passing the park-gate, 
which is a beautiful and venerable relic, you de- 
scend into Stourton by a sharp- winding declivi- 
ty, almost like going under-ground, between high' 
hedges of laurel trees, and with an expanse of 
woods and water spread beneath. - It is a sort 
of rural Herculaneum, a subterranean retreat. 
The inn is like a modernized guard-house ; the 
viUage-church stands on a lawn without any in-, 
closure ; a row of cottages facing it, with their 
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wbitc^washed w«Ils and fluuitittg lioaey^iiekt«i» 
affc motiiess itsdf. £1^17 thing has aa air of 
elcgaacBi aad yet tdb a. tak of aUket Ikiiea. it 
is a plaee that might lie bcU sacied to atillBeBa 
and solitary masing !*^Tii6 adjoimng BmiaiM 
of Stoorhead comatasda air exteasive view of 
Salisbury Plain, whose aadulatiiig aweUs Acw 
the earth in its prineval aim^lieity* base, wtk 
naked breasts, and Taricd titits appeacance^idy 
by. the ahsdiows of the ciouda that^ pemm aeross 
it. The view witboat ia pleasing and singidar : 
there is Iktle within-doors to beguile aitenticn. 
There is one master-piece of cokMiring by Vaal 
Veronese,, a naked child with a dog. TJieftcne 
of the flesh is perfection ifeselL Oa f^cakiiig 
this picture (which we always do witea we like 
a thing) we were told it had been criticised by a 
great JHdge, Mr. Bedford oi FontbiU^ who bad 
found fieiidt with the ex^ecntiott a^ fo» coarse 
and mnseadar. We do not wonder-^it is not 
like Ms own tumery-waie! We should also 
meatioa an exquisite Holbein, the Head ^ a 
Chad, and a very pleasing little laadscape bgr 
Wilaoii. Besides these, tbcte are sMae capitai 
pen-and4nk drawings (newsinYeaiee), by €a-* 
aaietti, and three large e<^ies alkerOaidoof tke 
Venus aitired by the Chrofgip the Andnomdea, aad 



J 



PXCTUBSS AT STOUBKBAD. 139 

Heff>dia8*M Daughter. They bvestiM the semi 
of softneas and grace, and remiMl oaedf those 
&ir, sylph-'like forms that somethncff^eseeBd 
upcm the earth with. £rtai, fascimitiiig looks, 
aad that ''tempt but to betray/' After the 
cabmet-pictares at Foadull, eyen a good copy 
of a Guide is a laxury and a relief to the miad : 
it is something to xofaaie the Avine airs that 
pkiy aiouttd his figures^ and we are satisfied if 
we caa bat ** trace his footsteps, and his skirts 
far'K>ff behold.*' The rest of this Collection is, 
lor the most part^ troth : either Italian pictures 
painted in the beginning of the last centory, or 
English ones in the begiamng of this* It gave 
as pain to see sook of the latter; aiid-wewiffiag* 
ly draw a veil over the langeiliation of the art^ 
in -the age and coantry that we live in. We 
ongfaty however, to mentioa aportmit of a youth 
(tise pa^eseat pn^rietor of Stourbead) by Sir 
Joshaa Reynolds, which b elegant^ briUi&nt, 
<^ thoQgh in rains ;** and a spirited portrait by 
Northoote, of a lady talking on her fingots,. asay, 
perhaps, cfaidknge an exception ibr itself to the 
above general censare. 

We wish our readers to go to Petwordi, the 
seat of Lord Egremont, where they will ^nd the 
coolest gf ottos and the ilaest Vaadyfces is the 
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world. There are eight or ten of the latter that 
are not to be surpassed by the art of man, and> 
that we have no power either to admire or praise 
as they deserve. For simplicity, for richness,' 
for. truth of nature, for airiness of execution,* 
nothing ever was or can be finer. We will only 
mention those of the Earl and Countess of Nor- 
thumberland, Lord Newport, and Lord Goring, 
Lord Strafford, and Lady Carr, and the Duchess 
of Devonshire..' He who possesses these por-' 
traits is rich indeed, if he has jeui eye to see', and 
a heart to feel them. The one of Lord Nor t hum-' 
berland in ike Tower is not so good, though it is 
thought better by the multitude. That is, there is 
a subject — something to talk about; but in fact, 
the expression is not that of grief, or thought,' or 
of dignified resignation, but of a man in ill 
health. Vandyke was a mere portrait-painter,^ 
but he was a perfect one. His forte was not 
the romantic or pathetic; he was " of the court, 
courtly." He had a patent from the hand of 
nature to paint lords and ladies in prospierity 
and quite at their ease. There are some portraits 
by Sir Joshua Reynolds in this Collection; 
and there are people who persist in naming 
him and Vandyke in the.same day. The. rest of 
the Collection consists (for the most part) 
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of Staircase and family pictures. But there 
are some admirable statues to be seen here, 
that it would ask a morning*s leisure to study 
properly. 



PICTURES 
AT BURLEIGH HOUSE. 



PICTURES AT BURLEIGH HOUSE.* 



SuRLEIGH ! thy groves are leafless/ thy walls 
are naked — 

" And dnH, cold winter does inhabit here.'' 

The yellow evening rays gleam through thy 
fretted Gothic windows; but I only feel the 
rustling of withered branches strike chill to my 
breast ; it was not so twenty years ago. Thy 
groves were leafless then as now: it was the 
middle of winter twice that I visited thee before; 
but the lark mounted in the sky» and the 8^Ji 
smote my youthful blood with its slant ray, and 
the ploughman whistled as he drove his team 

* From the New Monthly Magazine. 

L 
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afield ; Hope spread out its glad vistas through 
thy fair domains, oh, Burleigh 1 Fancy decked 
thy walls with works of sovereign art, and it 
was spring, not winter, in my breast. All is stiU 
the same, like a petrifaction of the mind— the 
same things in the same places ; but their eflfect 
is not the same upon me. I am twenty years 
the worse for wear and tear. What is become 
of the never-ending studious thoughts that 
brought their own reward or promised good to 
mankind? of the tears that started welcome and 
unbidden? of the sighs that whispered ftttore 
peace ? of the smiles that shone, not in my face 
indeed, but that cheered my heart, and made a 
sunshine there when all was gloom around ? That 
fairy vision— that invisible glory, by which I was 
once attended — ushered into life, has left my 
side, and " faded to the light of common day," 
and I now see what is, or has been — not what may 
lie hid in Time's bright circle and golden chap- 
let ! Perhaps this is the characteristic difference 
between youth and a later period of life — that we, 
by degrees, learn to take things more as we find 
them , call them more by their right names ; that we 
feel the warmth of summer, but the winter^s cold 
as well ; that we see beauties, but can spy defects 
in the fairest face ; and no longer look at < very 
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thing through the genial atmosphere of our own 
existence. We grow more literal and less credu- 
lous every day, lose much enjoyment, and gain 
some useful, and more useless knowledge. The 
second time I passed along the road that skirts 
Burleigh Park, the morning was dank and *'ways 
were mire." I saw and felt it not : my mind was 
otherwise engaged. Ah! thought I, there is that 
fiae old head by Rembrandt; there, within those 
cold grey walls, the painter of old age is en- 
shrined, immortailiced in some of his inimitable 
works ! The name of Rembrandt lives in the 
fame of him who stamped it with renown, while 
the name of Burleigh is kept up by the present 
owner. An artist survives in the issue of his 
brain to all posterity — ^a lord is nothing without 
the issue of his body lawfully begotten, and is 
lost in a long line of illustrious ancestors. S» 
much higher is genius than rank — such is the 
diiSerence between fame and title i A great 
name in art lasts for centuries — it requires 
twenty generations of a noble house to keep 
alive the memory of the first founder for the same 
length of time. So I reasoned, and was not a 
little proud of my discovery. 

In this dreaming mood^ dreaming of deathless 
works and deathless names, I went on to Peter- 

L 2 
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borough, passing, as it were, under an arch-way 
of Fame, 



-" and still walking under. 



Found some new matter to look up and wonder/' 

I had busmess there : I will not say what. I 
could at this time do nothing. I could not write a 
line — I could ndt draw a stroke." I was brutish f ' 
though not " like warlike as the wolf, nor subtle 
as the fox for prey." In words, in looks, in deeds, 
1 was no better than a changeling. Why then 
do i set so much value on my existence former- 
ly ? Oh God! that I could but be for one day, 
one hour, nay but for an instant, (to feel it in all 
the plentitude of unconscious bliss, and take one 
long, last, lingering draught of that full brim- 
ming cup of thoughtless freedom,) what then I 
was — that I might, as in a trance, a -waking 
dream, hear the hoarse murmur of the bargemen, 
as the Minster tower appeared in the dim twi- 
light, come up from the willowy stream, sound- 
ing low and underground like the voice of the 
bittern — ^that 1 might paint that field opposite 
the window where I lived, and feel that there was 
a green, dewy moisture in the tone, beyond my 
pencil's reach, but thus gaining almost a new 
fiense, and^ watching tfae ^birth of new objects 
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without me — ^that I might stroll down Peter- 
borough bank, (a winter's day,) and see the fresh 
marshes stretchmg out m. endless level perspec- 
tive, (as if Paul Potter had painted them,) with 
the cattle, the windmills^ and the red-tiled cot^ 
tages, gleaming in the sun to* the very verge of 
the horizon, and watch the fieldfares in. innume- 
rable flocks, gamboling in the air, and^ isporting 
in the sun, and racing before the clouds, making 
summersaults, and dazzling the eye by throw- 
ing themselves into a thousand figures and 
movements — that I might go, as then, a pilgrim- 
age to the town where my mother was bom, and 
visit the poor farm-house where she was brought 
up» and lean upon the gate where she told me 
she used to stand when a child of ten years old 
and look at the setting sun I — I could do all this 
still ; but with diffisrent feelings. As our hopes 
leave us, we lose even our interest and regrets 
for the past. I had at this time» simple as I 
seemed, many resources* I could in some sort 
^' play at bowls with the sun and moon;" or, at 
any rate, there was no question in metaphysics 
that I could not bandy to and fro, as one might 
play at cup-and-ball, for twenty, thirty, forty 
miles of the great North Eoad, and at it again, 
the next day, as fresh as ever. I soon get tired 
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of this DoWy and wonder how I managed former- 
ly. I knew Tom Jones bylieart, and was deep 
in Peregrine Pickle. I was intimately acquainted 
with aU the heroes and heroines of Richard8on*8 
romances, and could turn from one to the other 
as I pleased. I could co|i over that single pas- 
sage in Pamela about '^her lumpish heart," and 
never have done admiring the skill of the 
author and the truth of xMture. I had my 
sports and recreations too, some such as these 
following : — 

'< To see the san to bed, and to arise* 

Like some hot amourist, witb glowing ejes 
Bursting tlie lazy bands of sle^ that bound hitn> 
With all his fires and travelling glories round bim. 
Sometimes the moon on soft night donds to rest, 
Lilce beantj nettling in a yoiug maa*0 boetsl. 
And all the winking i\ufi, her blu^f^dB, keep 
Admiring silence while those lovers sleep* 
Sometimes oatstretoht, in very idleness. 
Nought doing, saying little, thinking less. 
To view the leaves, thin dancers upon air. 
Go eddying round and small birds how they fare. 
When mother Antamn fills tbclr beaks with com, 
Filch'd from the eareless Amalthea's bora : 
And bow the woods berries and worms provide 
Without their pains, when earth has nought beside 
To answer their small wants. 
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To yiew Uie graeeful deer come trippiDg by, 
Then Hop and ga^e, then tarnt they know not why. 
Like bashfol yonnkers in society. 
* To mark the stmctnre of a plant or tree. 

And all fair thbgs of earth, how fair they be. 

I have inraadered far enough from Burleigh 
House ; but I had some associations about it 
which I coiUd not well get rid of^ without trou- 
bling the reader with them. 

The BembranijUs disappointed me quite. I 
could h^dly find a trace of the impression which 
had been inlaid in my imagination. I might 
as well 



it 



Hont half a day for a forgotten dream 



>t 



Instead of broken woinkles and indented fi^sh, 
I aaw ha^ lines and stained canvas. I had 
seen better Rembrandts since, and had learned 
to see nature better. Was it a disadvan- 
tage, fheut that for twenty year^ I had 
carried this fine idea in i^y brain, enriching it 
from time to time from my observations of 
natuxe or art, and raisii^ it as they were raised ; 
or did it much sigBify that it was disturbed at 
last? Neither. The i^icture was nothing to 
me : it was the idea it had suggested. The 



152 PICTURES AT BURLEIGH HOUSE. 

one huog on the wall at Burleigh ; the other 
was an heir-loom in my mind. Was it destroyed, 
because the picture, liter long absence, did not 
answer to it? No. There were other pictares 
in the world that did,, and objects in natiffe 
still more perfect. This is- the melancholy pri- 
vilege of art ; it exists chiefly in idea, and is not 
liable to serious reverses. If we are disappointed 
in the character of one we love, it breaks the 
illusion altogether ; for we drew certain conse- 
quences from a face, if an old friendship is 
broken up, we cannot tell how to replace it, 
without the aid of habit and a length of time. 
But a picture is nothing but a face ; it in- 
terests us only in idea. Hence we need never 
be afraid of raising onr standard of taste too 
high ; for the mind rises with it, exalted and 
refined, and can never be much injured by find- 
ing out its casual mistakes. Like the possessor 
of a splendid coUection, who is indifferent to 
or turns away from common pictures, we have 
a selecter gallery in our own minds. In this 
sense, the knowledge of art is its oum exceeding 
great reward. But is there not danger that 
we may become too &8ti<fious, and have no- 
thing left to admire? None: for the concep- 
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tions of the human soul cannot rise superior to 
the power of art ; or if they do, then we have 
surely every reason to be satisfied with them. 
The mind, in what depends upon itself alone, 
'* soon- rises from defeat unhurt/' though its 
pride may be for a moment *' humbled by such 
rebuke," 

*' And in its liqaid texture mortal wound 
Rtoelyes no more than can the fluid air.'' 

As an illustration of the same thing, there are 
two Claudes at Burleigh, which certainly do 
not come up to the celebrity of the artist's 
name. They did not please me formerly : the sky, 
the water, the trees seemed aU too blue, too 
much of the colour of indigo. But I believed^ 
and wondered. I could no- longer admire these 
specimens of the artist at present, but assuredly 
my admiration of the artist himself was not less 
than before ; for since then, I had seen other 
works by the same hand, 

— — ** inimitable on earth 
By model or by shading pencil drawn/'— 

surpassing every idea that the mind could form 
of art, except by having seenthem. I remem- 
ber one in particular that Walsh Porter had 
(a bow-shot beyond all others) — a vernal land^ 
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sca|>e, an " Hesperian fabl^.triie," with a blwe 
unclouded sky, and gieen trees ^nd grey turrets 
and an unruffled sea beyond* But never was 
there sky so soft or trees so clad with ^priiig, 
such air-drawn towers or such halcyon seasx 
Zephyr seemed to £ui the air> and Nature looked 
on and smiled. The name of Claude has aloae 
something in it that softens and harmonises the 
mind. It touches a magic chord. Oh! match- 
less scenes, oh ! orient skies, bright witb p«r- 
pie and gold ; ye opening glades and distant 
sunny vales, glittering with fleecy flocks^ pour 
all your enchantment into my soul^ let it reflect 
your chastened image, and forget all meaner 
things ! Perhaps the most affecting tribute to 
the memory of this great artist is the character 
drawn of him by an eminent master, in his 
Dream of a Painter, 

".On 9 sadden I .was sarroanded by a .thick doad or 
mist, and my guide wafted me through the air, till we 
aligbted on a most delicions rural spot. I perceived it was 
the earlj hour of the morn, when the sao had not risen above 
the horiaK»n. We were alone, except that at a little (tis- 
tance a young shepherd played on his flageolet as be walked 
before his herd, eonductiog them from the fold to the 
pasture. The elevated pastoral a&r he played charmed me 
by lis simpUoity, and aeeihad to animjAe hia obedient ftook. 
ThjO ^mosfhere was dear wi4 |ierfecl|y oylm : and new tlie 
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rising sao gr&daally Ulnmined tbe fine landscape, and bagan 
to disoofei to our view the 4>atanft oonntry of unwense ex- 
tent* I stood awhile in expectation of what might next 
present itself of dazzliqg spleodoar, when the onlj object 
which appeared to fill this natural, grand, and simple scene, 
was a rastio who entered, not far from the place where we 
stood, who by his habiliaiants seeined nothing better than 
a peasfnt ; he led a poor little ass, which was loaded with 
all the implements required bj a painter in his work. After 
adyancing a few paces he stQod atilli and with an air of 
raptore seemed to contemplate the rising sun : he next fell on 
his knees, directed his ejes towards heaven, crossed himself, 
and then went on with eager looks, as if to make choice of the 
moat adrantageons spot from wbi^h to make his studies as a 
painter. < This,' said my ooAductor, ' is that Clande Gtl^e. 
of Lorraine, who, nobly disdaining the low employment to 
which he was originally bred, left it with all its advantages 
of competence and ease to embrace his present state of 
poverty, in order to adorn the world with works of most 
accomplished excellence.'" 

Tl^ere is a little Paul Brill at Burleigh, in the 
same room with the Rembrandts, that dazded 
me iQ.9fiy yea;rs ago^ and delighted me the other 
day. It looked as sparkling as if the sky came 
through the frame. I found, or fancied I found, 
those pictures the bept that I remembered be- 
fore^ though they might in the internal have 
faded a little to my eyes, or lost some of their 
original brightness. 1 did not see the small head 
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of Queen Mary by Holbeiiiy which fomierly struck 
me 80 forcibly ; but I have little doubt respectiiig 
it, for Holbein was a sure hand ; he only wanted 
effect^ and this picture looked through you. One 
of my old favourites was the Head of an Angel, 
by Gttido, nearly a profile, looking up, and with 
wings behind the back. It was hung lower than 
It used to be, and had, I thought, a look less 
aerial, less heavenly ; but there was still a pulpy 
softness in it, a tender grace, an expression un- 
utterable — which only the pencil, his poicil, 
could convey ! And are we not then beholden to 
the art for these glimpses of Paradise ? Surely, 
there is a sweetness in Guide's heads, as there 
is also a music in his name. If Raphael did 
more, it was not with the same ease. His heads 
have more meaning ; but Guido's have a look 
of youthful innocence, which his are without* 
As to the boasted picture of Christ by Carlo 
Dolce, if a well-painted table-cloth and silver- 
cup are worth three thousand guineas, the pic- 
ture is so, but not else. Yet one touch of Paul 
Veronese is worth all this enamelling twice over. 
The head has a wretched mawkish expression^ 
utterly unbecoming the character it professes to 
represent. But 1 will say no more about it. The 
Bath of Seneca is one of Luca Jordano's best 
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peiforniaiiceS} and has considerable interestand 
effect. Among other historical designs, there 
10 one of Jacobus Dream^ with the angels ascend- 
ing and descending on a kind of stairs. The 
conception is very answerable to the subject ; 
bat the execution is not in any high degree 
spirited or graceful. The mind goes away no 
gainer from the picture. Rembrandt alone per- 
haps could add any thing to this subject. Of 
him it might be said, that " his light shone in 
darkness !'' — The wreaths of flowers and foliage 
carved in wood on the wainscots and cieling 
of many of the rooms, by the celebrated Grin- 
ling Gibbons in Charles the ^Second's time, shew 
a wonderful lightness and facility of hand, and 
give pleasure to the ^e. The. other ornaments 
and curiosities I need not mention, as they are 
carefully pointed out by the housekeeper to the 
admiring visitor. There are two heads, how- 
ever, (one of them happens to have a screen 
placed before it). -which I would by no means 
wish any on,^<to pass over, who is an artist, or 
feels the sl^htest interest in the art. They are, 
I, should suppose unquestionably, the original 
studies by Raphael of the heads of the Virgin 
wadJosepkinhhhmous picture of the Madonna 
qf the Crown. The Virgin is particularly beau- 
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tiAil, and ift the finest pneservation, as indeed 
are all his genuine pictures. The canvas is 
not quite covered in sbiire places ; the cokmrs 
are as fresh as if newljr laid ott, and the execif- 
tion is as film and vigorous as if his hand had 
just left it. It shews us hoW this artist wroaght. 
The head h, no doubt, a highl^^-fihisbcd study 
from nature, done for a parliculat purpose, 
and worked up according to the painter's con- 
ception, but still retaining afi the force and 
truth of individuality. He got all he could 
from Nature, and gave all he could to her in 
return. If Raphael had merely sketched this 
divine face on the canvas from the idea in his 
own mind, why not stamp it on the larger cond- 
position at once ? He could work it up and re- 
fine upon it there just as well, and it would almost 
necessarily undergo sonie alteration in being 
transferred thither afterwards. But if it was doa« 
as a careful copy froili Nature in the first instance,- 
the present was the only way in which he cduld 
proceed, or indeed by which he ceQld arrive at 
such consummate excellence. The head of t^e 
Joseph (leaning on the hand and looking down) 
is fine, but neither so fine as the compamon to 
it, nor is it by any meims so elaborately worked 
up in the sketch before us. 
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I am no teller of stories ; but there is one be- 
longing to Burleigh-House, of which I happen 
to know some of the particulars. The late EafI 
of Exeter had been divorced from his first wife, 
a woman of fashion^ and of somewhat more 
gaiety of manners than " lords who love their 
ladies like." He determined to seek out a 
second wife in an humbler sphere of life, and 
that it should be one who, having no knowledge 
of his rank, should love him for himself alone. 
For this {Purpose, he went and settled incognito 
(under the name of Mr. Jones) at Hodnet, an 
obscure village in Shropshire. He made over- 
tures to one or two damsels in the neighbour- 
hood, but they were too knowing to be taken in 
by him. His manners were not boorish, his 
mode of life was retired, it was odd how he got 
his livelihood, and at last, he began to be taken 
for a highwayman. In this dilemmd he turned 
to Miss Hoggins, the eldest daughter of a small 
fanner, at whose house he lodged. Miss Hog* 
gins, it migi^ ^eem, had not been used to romp 
with the clowns : there was something in the 
manners of their quiet, but eccentric guest that 
she liked. As he found that he had inspired 
her with that kind of regard which he wished 
for, he made honourable proposals to her, and 
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at the end of some months, they were married, 
without his letting her know who he was. They 
set off in a post-chaise from her father^s house, 
and travelled homewards across the country. In 
this manner they arrived at Stamford, and passed 
through the town without stopping, till they came 
to the entrance of Burleigh-Park, which is on the 
outside of it. The gates flew open, the chaise 
entered, and drove down the long avenue of 
trees that leads up to the front of this fine old 
mansion. As they drew nearer to it, and she 
seemed a little surprised where they were going, 
he said, *' Well, my dear, this is Burleigh-House ; 
it is the home I have promised to bring you to, 
and you are the Countess of Exeter !'' It is 
said, the shock of this discovery was too much 
for this young creature, and that she never re- 
covered it. It was a sensation worth dying for. 
The world we live in was worth making, had it 
been only for this. Ye I%ousand and One Tales 
of the Arabian Nighfs Entertainment ! hide 
your diminished heads ! I nevejr-^sh to have 
been a lord, but when I think of this story. 
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Rome has been called the « Sacred City :"— - 
might not our Oxford be called so too? Tliere 
is an air about it, resonant of Joy and hope : it 
speaks with a thousand tongues to the heart : it 
waves its mighty shadow over the imagination : it 
stands in lowly sublimity, on the " hill of ages ;" 
and points with prophetic fingers to the sky : 
it greets the eager gaze from afar, '* with glis- 
tering spires and pinnacles adorned,'' that*shine 
with an internal light as with the lustre of setting 
suns ; and a dream and a glory hover round its 
head, as the spirits of former times, a throng of 
intellectual shapes, are seen retreating or ad- 
vancing to the eye of memory : its streets 
are paved with the names of learning that can 
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never wear out : its green quadrangles breathe 
the silence of thought, conscious of the weight 
of yearnings innumerable after the past, of lof- 
tiest aspirations for the future : Isis babbles of 
the Muse, its waters are from the ^rings of 
Helicon, its Christ-Church meadows, classic, 
Elysian fields !— We could pass our lives in Ox- 
ford without having or wanting any other idea— 
that of the place is enough. We imbibe the air 
of thought ; we stand in the presence of learning. 
We are admitted into the Temple of Fame, we 
feel that we are in the sanctuary, on holy ground, 
and '* hold high converse with the mighty dead.'* 
The enlightened and the ignorant are on a level, 
if they have but faith in the tutelary genius of the 
place. We may be wise by proxy, and studious 
by prescription. Time has taken upon himself 
the labour of thinking; and accumulated libra- 
ries leave us leisure to be dull. There is no 
occasion to examine the buildings, the churches, 
the colleges, by the rules of architecture, to 
reckon up the streets, to compare it with Cam- 
bridge (Cambridge lies out of the way, on one 
side of the world) — but woe to him who does 
not feel in passing through Oxford that he is in 
" no mean city," that he is surrounded with the 
monuments and lordly mansions of the mind of 
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many outvying in pomp and splendour the 
courts and palaces of princes, rising like an 
exhalation in the night of ignorance, and tri- 
umphing over barbaric foes, saying, '* All eyes 
ishall see me, and all knees shall bow to me ! *' 
— as the shrine where successive ages came to 
pay their pious vows, and slake the sacred thirst 
of knowledge, where youthful hopes (an endless 
flight) soared to truth and good, and where the 
retired and lonely student brooded over the his- 
toric or over fancy's page, imposing high tasks for 
himself, framing high destinies for the race of man 
— the lamp, the mine, the well-head from whence 
thespaik of learning was kindled, its stream flow- 
ed, its treasures were spread out through the re- 
motest coi'ners of the land and to distant nations. 
Lei; him thei who is fond of indulging in a dream- 
like existence go to Oxford and stay there ; let 
him study this magnificent spectacle, the same 
under all aspects, with its mental twilight tem- 
pering .the glare of noon, or mellowing the 
silver BMonlight ; let him wander in her syl- 
van suburbs, or linger in her cloistered halls ; 
but let him not catch the din of scholars or 
teachers, or dine or sup with them, or speak a 
word to any of the privileged inhabitants ; fof 
if he does, the spell will be broken, the poetry 
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and the religjion gon?» and the palace of em- 
chaaUnent viil m^i fromt hi» <«iibrace into thm 
air! 

The only CoUeetioft of jPietui{eft et Oxlbid is 
that at the Badcliffe Ubr^xy ; h^equeathed by Sag 
WiUiam Guige* It is so ifar/aiqiropriatte that 
it is dingy, solemn, old; and vi» would gladly 
leave it |o ita jrepose ; hut where critieism comes, 
affection '< dappeth hia wings^ and stxa%litway 
he is gone." : Most of the pictures acre cidier 
copiea, ov apoiled, or never wta^ good for any 
thing, 'There is* ..however; n, Music Piece by 
Titian, whii^ bears the stamp of his hand, and 
is *' ma^esticy though in tmwJ* It represents 
three young ladies pr^ctistng at a harpsiclM>rd, 
>irith their music-master loohing on. One of Ihe 
girls is talU with prominentfeatures seen in pro- 
ile> -but* exquisitely fair, and with a gprave ex- 
pression} the other is a Iweiy^ good-humoured 
girl, iu a front view; and the third leana for- 
ward from behind, looking down with adenonire^ 
reserved^ aentimental: cast of countenance, but 
very pretty, and much like aa English &oe. lire 
teacbci: has a manly, : intelligent countenanoe, 
^ith a eectaia blended ate of courtesy and an- 
thorify. It aa a fascinating picture, to our 
thinking; apd has that marised characteristic 
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loioky bekwgwg^ ta 'f»oh iodUvidoal and to th# 
sillftecl* ^ieb isr alwi^y» to be found in Titian's 
fioups. We al|K>notioed.a dingy, melancholy- 
looUi^i^Head Q^w» the window of the farthest 
roein. eaid tPl be ^ P^mit qf Vandyke^ with 
flomething striking in the tone and expression ; 
aanl a smt^ Adamund Eve driven out qf Paror 
4Uff 9 aUrikwt^ Uh Qiusep|>e Rihera, which has 
eoBA4dei»l|le jnerit< The aiaaAeur will here find 
cqntiniial -^^cfMes (of an ^ indifferent class) of 
QAHiiy.of tiis.okl &¥OHrite pif^tmes of the Italian 
sdiQoly T'itii^Ov. Domeatchi^o,. Correggio, and 
etiieflSk But the most yaliiable pcurt of the Col- 
leetioit consists q£ fonp undoubted Headi^ cut 
wt. of fone of the ilCorieoftf, whi^ was des« 
troyed by fire about a hundred years ago : 
they are here preserved in their pristine inte- 
gwty. They shew us what 4he Cartoons were. 
They bare jdl^Aespirit and ftieedonMif RaiAedi'd 
hand, but without any of the blotches and 
smearing iot thofl^e at Hfimpton Court ; with 
which the damp of outhouses and the dews of 
hoKven/harve evidently had' nearly as mnekto 
do as'tbe paintor^^ Two ate Heads of men, and 
two of women-i one ^of the last^ Raehel weeping 
fir-ktr Ckiidrenp and another still finer (both aw 
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profiles) in which all the force and boldBei^ of 
masculine understanding is combined with feuM- 
nine softness of expression. The large, ox-likc 
eye, a " lucid mirror," with the eye-lids droop- 
ing, and the long eye-lashes distinctly marked, 
the straight scrutinizing nose, the full, but 
dosed lips, the matronly ichin and high fore- 
head, altogether convey a character of matured 
thought and expansive feeling, such as is seldom 
to be met with. Rachel weeping /or her Chil- 
dren has a sterner and more painful, but a very 
powerful expression. It is heroic, rather than 
pathetic. The Heads of the men are spirited 
and forcible, but they are distinguished chiefly 
by the firmness of the outline, and the sharpness 
and mastery of the execution* 

Blenheim is a moming*s walk from Oxford* 
and is not an unworthy appendage to it — 

And fast by baDging in a golden obain 
TfkiB pendent world, in bigness fts « star 
Of smallest magaitade, oldse by the moon I 

Blenheim is not inferior in waving woods and 
sloping lawns and smooth waters to Pembroke's 
princely domain, or to the grounds of any other 
park we know oi The building itself is Gothic, 
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' capricious^ and not imposing — a conglomeration 
of pigeon-houses — 

In form resembling a goose pie. 

But as a receptacle for works of art, (with 
the exception of Cleveland House^) it is un* 
rivalled in this country. There is not a bad 
picture in it : the interest is sustained by rich 
and noble performances from first to last. It 
abounds in Rubens' works. The old Duchess 
of Marlborough was fond of the historical pieces 
of this great painter ; she had« during her hus- 
band's wars and negociations in Flanders, a fine 
opportunity of culling them, ^'as one picks 
pears, saying, this I like, that I like still bet-* 
ter :!' and from the selection she has made, it 
appears as if she understood the master's genius 
well. She has chosen those of his works which 
Were most mellow, and at the same time gorgeous 
iii colouring, most luxuriant in composition, most 
unctuous in expression. Rubens was the only 
artist that could have embodied some of our 
countryman Spenser's splendid and voluptuous 
allegories. If a painter among ourselves were 
to attempt a Spencer Gallery, (perhaps the 
finest subject for the pencil in the world after 
Heathen Mythology and Scripture History,) 
he ought to go and study the principles of hia 
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detigB ftt BleBh«iiU^The«Silewi^ and the Kiqm 
of Proserpine contain more <^4ke Bacchanaiim 
and lawless spiiifcofi^eieBt fable than pertiaps 
any two piotares extant* . Wis skall not dkpiite 
tlmt Nicolaft Pouttin eoald proibaUj give mote 
q£ the abstract, metapbyucal obaraoter of hi» 
traditional peisonagtfs^ ot thsit Titian oofokl 
set tbem offrbettesj «0'ii»4o^^ leave stings*^ !■ 
tlie eye 'of the spectator^ -by « pvodigloiis gusio 
of eolousing, uskmhi^fBmtohuBmmdArmdke : but 
neither of them gaTe'the'same andolatsi^ oatluie, 
die saitte humid,, puipp^ iane to the -flisi^h, tiie 
same g^acefnl in?okiiioa^'ia the ^reupidg 9ii4 
the forms, the same animal' spirits, the satne 
breathing motion. . Let lany 4)feie. look ^ th6 fi* 
gure of the/iSt/enitf inthe^rstMmentie&ed of^ese 
compositions^ its unwieldly sise, its reding^ 
dfunjken attitude, its ci^Mteity #Mr re?elltng in 
gross, sensuM enjoy meat, aad^^MHitratft it i with 
the figure of the nymph, > SO' light, so wanton, eo 
fiur, that her clear crystaUkin and lau^ng gvaee 
spread a ruddy glow, iMid aeedttnt fc^ the ^My 
tumult all around her; aad8ay4f«ny thing fiil^ 
in this kind was ever exeouted dr imaghted; In 
that 6<Mrt of licentious Jftficy^' in whieh a certain 
grossness of expression boifdered oncarieatttre^ 
and where gvotepque or enticing form Wtts U 
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be e^ioUlied vkii free tnd ra|ud mcivemeAts, or 
iteffrnml tones and ccrioHcs weie to be ffuiig oyer 
the ^ictttre 'U in sport or in a danee. Ho one 
ffier ampMsed tilie- Flemish painter ; and tome 
•f the greatest triumphs of his pencil are 
to be fowd in the Blenheim Gallery. There 
are aeineral •thers of his best pictures on sacred 
anl^ects, snchias the JP/^Af inio Egypt, and 
the illustration of the text» '' Suller little chiK 
dren to come nnto me/' The head and figure and 
deportment of the Christy in this last admirable 
prodwation, are noblj characteristic (beyond 
what, the punter usually accomplished in this 
diepattment) — the face of a woman holding a 
yonng ohtldy pale, pensive, with scarce any 
shadow, and the head of the child itself (lodging 
as ▼aoant4uid satisfied as if the nipple had just 
dropped liram> its mouth) are actually a^e. 
Those who can look at this- picture with indiffe- 
vcnce,. or i without astonishment at thie truth of 
naifore^and the felicity of execution, may rest 
assored^tiiat tbey knim>as little 6f Rubens as of 
the Art itself. Vandyke, the scholar and rival 
of Rubens, holds the next place in this Collec- 
tion. There is here, as in so many other places, 
a picture of the famous Lord Strafford, with 
bis Sctcretaqr?— both speaking heads, and i^ith 
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the characters finely diversified. We were 
struck abo by the delightful fomily picture of 
the Duchess of Buckingham and her Children, 
but not so much (we confess it) as we expected 
from our recollection of this picture a few years 
ago. It had less the effect of a perfect mirror 
of fiEishion in ** the olden time/' than we fancied 
to ourselves — the little girl had less exquisite 
primness and studied gentility, the little boy 
had not the same chubby, good-humoured look, 
and the colours in his cheek had faded — nor had 
the mother the same gracefiil, matron-like air. 
Is it we or the picture that has changed ? In 
general our expectations tally pretty well with 
our after-observations, but there was a falling- 
off in the present instance. There is a fine 
whole-length of a lady of quality of that day 
(we think Lady Cleveland) ; but the master-piece 
of Vandyke's pencil here is his Charles /• an 
Honeback. It is the famous cream or &wn-co-> 
loured horse, which, of all the creatures that 
ever were painted, is surely one of the most 
beautiful. 

Sare never were seen 
Two sach beaatifal ponies ; 
All others are brutes, 
But these macaronies. 

Its steps are delicate, as if it nioved to some 
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soft measure or courtly strain^ or disdained the 
very ground it trod upon ; its form all lightness 
and elegance : the expression quick and fiery ; 
the colour inimitable ; the texture of the skin 
sensitive and tremblingly aliv^ all over, as if it 
would shrink from the smallest touch. The 
portrait of Charles is not equal ; but there is a 
landscape-background, ivhich in breezy fresh- 
ness seems alinost to rival the airy spirit and 
delicacy of the noble animal. There are also one 
or two fine Rembrandts (particularly a Jacob 
and Esau) — an early Raphael, the Adoration of 
some saint, hard and stiff, but carefully design- 
ed; and a fine, sensible, graceful head of the 
Fornarina, of which we have a common and 
well-executed engraving. 
. *'_ But did you see the Titian room V — Yes, we 
did, and a glorious treat it was ; nor do we 
know why it should not be shewn to every one. 
There is nothing alarming but the title of the 
subjects — The Loves of the Gods — -just as was 
the case with Mr. T. Moore's Loves of the An^ 
gels — ^but oh I yCo^ differently treated! What 
a gusto in the first, compared with the insipidity 
of the last ! What streaks of living blood-colour, 
so unlike gauze spangles or pink silk-stockings ! 
What union, what symmetry of form, instead of 
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ftlirawUng, flin»y descriptions— wl»t «n exptM» 
Mon of amorous eajoymcnt about the momAi 
the eyes, and eiren to the finger-ends^ Instead^ 
cold conceits, and moonlight simUes I This i»^€ii 
passant ; so to our taarii.— It is said Aesepictufen 
were discovered in an old lumberHroom by Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, who set a high value on I hem, 
and that they are undoobt«Hy by Titian, having; 
been originally sent over as a pteseat by the 
King of Sardinia (for whose ancestor they were 
painted) to the first Duke of Marlborough. We 
should (without, however, pretending to set up 
an opinion) incline, from the internal evidenee, 
to think them from the pencil of Ae great Ve- 
netian, but for two circumstances : the firstis the 
texture of the skin ; and secondly, they do not 
compose well as pictures. They have no back 
ground to set them off, but a most ridtculouff 
trellis-work, representing nothing, hung round 
them ; and the flesh looks monotonous and hard> 
like the rind of fruit. On the other hand, this 
last objection seems to be answered satisfacto- 
rily enough, and without impngutng tiie^skill of 
the artist ; for the pictures are actually painted 
on skins of leather. In all other respects, they 
might assuredly be by Titian, and we know of 
no other painter who was capable of achieving 
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their varkms excdlences^ The ^drawing of the 
female .%ures i« correct and elegant in a high 
degree, ttid might be eapposfed to be bo^rrowed 
from classic sculpture^ hot Ihat it is -ftiore 
sofly more feminine, itfore lovely. The co- 
louring, with the exception already stated, is 
true, spirited, golden, harmonious. The group-' 
ing and attitudes are heroic, the exprei^ion is 
some of the faces divine. We do not mean, of 
course, that it possesses the elevation or purity 
that Raphael or Correggio could give, but it is 
wanner, more Ihrilling and ecstatic. There is 
the glow and ripeness of a more genial clime, 
the purple light of love, crimsoned blushes, 
looks bathed in rapture, kisses with immortal 
sweetness in their taste*— Nay, then, let the reader 
go and see the pictures, and no longer lay the 
blame of this extravagance on us. We may at 
any rate repeat the subjects. They are eight in 
number. 1« Mars and Venus. The Venus i& 
well worthy to be called the Queen of Love, tor 
shape, for air, for every thing. Her redoubted 
lover is a middle-aged^ ill^looking gentleman, 
clad in a buff-}erkin, and somewhat of a form- 
alist in his approaches and mode of address ; 
but there is a Cupid playing on the floor, who 
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might well turn the world upside down, 
2. Cupid and Psythe. The Cupid is perhaps 
rather a gawky, awkward stripling, with eager, 
open-mouthed wonder: hut did ever creature 
of mortal mould see any thing comparable to 
the back and limbs of the Psyche, or conceive 
or read any thing equal to it, but that unique 
description in the Troilus and Cressida of Chau- 
cer ? 3. ' Apollo and Daphne. Not equal to the 
rest. 4. Hercules and Dejanira, The female 
figure in this picture is full of grace and anima^ 
tion, and the arms that are twined round the 
great son of Jove are elastic as a bended bow. 
5. Vulcan and Ceres, 6. Pluto and Proserpine. 
7. Jupiter and To, Very fine. And finest of 
all, and last, Neptune and Amphitrite. In 
this last work it seems ** as if increase of appe- 
tite did grow with what it fed on." What a 
face is that of Amphitrite for beauty and for 
sweetness of expression ! One thing is remark- 
able in these groups (with the exception of two) 
which is that the lovers are alt of them old men ; 
but then they retain their beards (according to 
the custom of the good old times!) and this 
makes not only a picturesque contrast, but gives 
a beautiful softness and youthful delicacy to the 
female faces opposed to them. Upon the whole, 
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this series of historic compositions well deserves 
the attention of the artist and the connoisseur^ 
and perhaj^s some light might be thrown upon 
the subject of their authenticity by turning over 
some old portfolios. We bave heard a hint 
thr6wn out that the designs are of a date prior 
to Titian. But '^ we are ignorance itself in 
this !'^ 
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HOGARTH'S " MARRIAGE A-LA-MODfi." 



The Ctiiicism an Hogarth's " Marriage a-la- 
Mode,'^ referred to in the account of Mr. An- 
gerstein^s pictures {page 21), is as follows : — 

TtiB superiority of the pictures of Hogarth, 
which we have seen in the late collection at the 
British Institution, to the common prints, is 
confined chiefly to the Marriage a^la-Mode. 
We shall attempt to illustrate a few of thetr 
most striking excellences, more particularly 
with reference to the expression of character. 
Their merits are indeed so prominent, and have 
been so often discussed, ^that it may be thought 
difficult to point out any new beauties ; but 
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they contain so much truth of nature^ they pre- 
sent the objects to the eye under so many as- 
pects and bearings, admit of so many construe- 
tionsy and are so pregnant with meaning, that 
the subject is in a manner inexhaustible. 

Boccacio, the most refined and sentimental 
of all the novel-writers, has been stigmatized 
as a mere inventor of licentious tales, because 
readers in general have only seized on those 
things in his works which were suited to their 
own taste,, and have reflected their own gross- 
ness back upon the writer. So it has happened 
that the majority of critics having been most 
struck with the strong and decided expression 
in Hogarth, the extreme delicacy and subtle 
gradations of character in his pictures have 
almost entirely escaped them. In the first pic- 
ture of the Marriage a-la-Mode, the three 
figures of the young Nobleman, hb intended 
Bride, and her innamorato the Lawyer, shew 
how much Hogarth excelled in the power of 
giving soft and effeminate expression. They 
have, however, been less noticed than the 
other figures, which tell a plainer story, and 
convey a more palpable moral. Nothing can 
be more finely managed than the ditferences of 
character in these delicate personages. The 
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Beau sits smiting at the looking-glass^ with a 
reflected simper of self-admiration, and a lan- 
guishing inclination of the head» while the rest 
of his body is perked up on his high heels, 
with a certain air of tip*toe elevation. He is 
the Narcissus of the reign of George II., whose 
powdered peruke, ruffles, gold lace, and patches, 
divide his self-love equally with his own per- 
son, the true Sir Plume of his day, — 

" " ■ Of amber snaff-box jastly rain, 
And the nice condact of a clouded cane." 

There is the same felicity in the figure and 
attitude of the Bride, courted by the Lawyer. 
There is the utmost flexibility, and yielding 
softness in her whole person, a listless languor 
and tremulous suspense in the expression of her 
fa^. It is th^ precise look and air whichPope has 
given to his favourite Belinda, just at the mp- 
ment of the Rape of the Lock. The heightened 
glow, the forward intelligence, and loosened 
so|il of love in the same face, in the Assignation- 
scene before the masquerade, form a fine and 
instructive contrast to the delicacy, timidity, 
and coy reluctance expressed in the first. The 
Lawyer, in both pictures, is much the same — 
perhaps too much so — though even this un- 
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moved, VBflltered appeanmce rafty be'desif^BBi 
as characterblic. In both oases, he has '*a 
person and a smootii ditpos^ framed to anke 
women false." He b full of that easy good* 
humour, and easy good opmion of hhnself, with 
which the sex are deUg^rted. There » not a 
sharp angle in his face to obstmct his snocessi 
or give a hint of doubt ev dittcidty. His whole 
aspect is round and rosy, lifvely and onmeanmg, 
happy without the least expense of thought, 
careless, and inviting; and conveys a perfect 
idea of the uninterrupted glide and pleasing 
mvrmur of the soft periods tiuit flow from his 
tongue. 

The expf esskm of the Bride in the Monihig<- 
scene is the most highly seasoned, »ad ait ^le same 
time the most vulgar in the series. The figare, 
lace, and atltlndeof the Husband are isimitable. 
Hogarth has with great skill contrasted the pale 
countenance of the Husband with the yeUow 
whitish colour of the marble chimney^pieoe be* 
hind him, iu sneh a manner c» to pre^rre the 
fleshy tone of the former. The airy sptendour 

■ 

of the view of the inner rocnn in this piotiure, is 
probably not exceeded by any of the pioducticms 
of the Flemish school. 

TheYonng Girl, in the thud picture, who is 



MAJUUAOE A-LA-MOnS, 186 

represented as a victim of fauibioaable |NreAi^ 
gmcy, is unqnestioBably one of the artistes 
ehef-d'csuvre$. The exquisite delicacy of the 
paintiiig is only surpassed by the felicity and 
subtlety of the conception. Nothing can be 
more striking than the contrast between the 
extreme softness of her person and the hard- 
ened in^fferenoe of her character. The vacant 
stillnessy flie docility to vice, the premature 
suppression of youthful sensibility^ the doll- 
like mechanism of the whole figure, which 
seems to have no other feeling but a sickly 
ffsnse of pain, — shew tfie deepest insight into 
human nature, and into the effects of those re- 
finements in depravity, by which it has been 
90od<»natnredly asserted, that ** vice loses half 
its evil in losing all its grossness.** The story 
of this picture is in some parts very obscure 
and enigmatical. It is certain that the Noble- 
man is not looking straight forward to the 
Qua«kf whom he seems to have been threaten* 
ing with his cane ; but that his eyes are turned 
up with an imnical leer of triumph to the Pro* 
euress. The commanding attitude and size of 
this woman, —^ the swelling circumference of 
her dress, spread out like a turkey-cock's fea« 
thers, -^the fierce, ungovernable, inveterate 
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malignity of her countenuice, which hardlv 
needs the comment of the clesp^Lnile to ex- 
plain her purpoae, are all admirable in them- 
selves, and still more so, as they are opposed 
to the mute insensibility^ the elegant Utegli- 
genoeof dress, and the childish -figure of the 
girl, who is supposed to be her proteg^fe. As 
for the Quack, there can be no doubt enter- 
tained about hinu His face seems as if it were 
composed of salve, and his features exhilnt all 
the chaos and confusion of the most gross, 
ignorant, and impudent empiricism^ 

The gradations of ridiculous affectatioA in 
the Music-scene, are finely imagined and june- 
^erved• The preposterous, ovserstrained ad- 
miration of the Lady of Quality ; the sentimen- 
tal, insipid, patient delight of the Man with hu 
hair in papery, and sipping his tea ; the pert, 
smirking^ conceited, half-distorted approbation 
of the figure next to him ; the transition to the 
total insensibility of the round face in profile, 
and then to the wonder of the Negn>-boy at Uie 
rapture of his mistress, — *• form a pc^rfect whole. 
The sanguine complexion and flame-coloured 
hair of the female Virtuoso throw an additional 
light on the character. This is lost in the prints 
The continuing the red colour of the hair into 
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th€ back of the chair, has been pointed out as 
one of those instances of alliteration in colour- 
ing, of which these pictures are. everywhere 
full. The gross, bloated af^earance of the 
Italian Singer is well relieved by the hard fea- 
tures of the instrumental Performer behind him, 
which might be carved of wood. The Negro- 
boy, holding the chocolate, in expression,, co- 
lour, and execmtioQ, is a master-piece. The 
gay; lively derision of the other Negro-boy, play- 
ing with the Actceon, is an ingenious contrast to 
the profound amazement of the first. Some 
^«count has already been given of the two lovers 
in this picture. It is curious to observe the in- 
finite activif^ of mind which the artist displays 
on etery occasion. An instance occurs in the 
present picture. He has so contrived the 
papers in the hair of the foide, as to make 
them kxlk almost like a wreadie of half-blown 
flowers; while those which he has placed on 
the head of the musical Amateur very much 
resemble a eheveux'^e^fris of horns, which 
adorn and fortify the lack-lustre expression and 
mild resignation of the &ce beneath. 

The Night-scene is inferior to the rest of the 
series. The attitude of the Husband, who is 
just killed, is one in which it would be impos- 



m CKITICISir ON BOGAMnt's 

•ibk for htm to rtaad, or ttea !• ftfl. It re- 
•emblei the loMe pMt«bo«Rl figure* they rneke 
for childreB. The charactefv ai the fault pict««^ 
in which the Wife dies, are all miurtiinrly. We 
would particulariy rekit t# the capHoasy petn^ 
lant lelfHMiffioieiicy of the Apotiiecairy, whose 
^Me and figure ai« conatraeted on exaet phj- 
siognomieal prineiples» and to the fitte-exanpie 
of passive obechence and non^esistaiice in the 
Senrauty whom he is tafciig to tnsk^ and whose 
coat of greea and sreHow livery Is as long and 
mekncholy as Us fine* The discoasolate look, 
the haggard eycs» the open aiovth, Ihe c<MBb 
sticking in the bak^ the bfoben, gapped teeth, 
which^ as it were^ bitch in an answer — every 
thing about him denotes the utmost perplexity 
and dismay. The harmony and gradations of 
colour in this picture are unifotmly preserved 
with the greatest nioety, and are w^ worthy 
the attention of tie artist. 

It has been obaervedy that Hogarth's pietures 
are exceedisgly unlike any other ropfesentations 
of the same kind af sufa||eGts -^ that they form 
a class, and have a cfaasaeter, pecnUar to them*- 
selves. It maybe worth while to consider in 
what this general distinction oeosists. 

lu the first place they are, in the strictest 



4ea«e, bislpilml pietases ; mid if wiiat Fieldiogp 

S9g^ he lni«« lihat hia novel of Torn Jones mig^lit 

to be i^i)9a<c}«d ^» an qpic prose^peem, because 

lit <»MUktiiied «L regular devebpement of MAe, 

]»aiinc»s>xkttr«oleiv an^ pa38ioB, the oomposi« 

tkwtis of Ho g a rth will» in like manner be found to 

bave a Uglier claim ^ tke tide of £^it Picturesy 

thfui many whtcb have of late am»ga;ted that 

denonuiiatiiQa to tibemsd^s. When ure say 

thtft Hogarth tyeated his sal^cts bistoricaUy, 

we . mean thwt bis works rqtresettjt the manners 

and bitntoios of mankind in actum, and their 

chtusacteis by Tarying expiesaibn. Every tiling 

in his ;]»Gtnnes has fife ^aad matioa in it. Not 

only does thie business of the .scene -never stand 

i^ili, bnl every fieatase aad musde is pot into 

fiiU play ; the «Xttot feeUng of the jnoment is 

brought out, and carried to its utmost height, 

and then instantly seised and stamped on the 

t^emvas forever. The «K{NressioB is ahrays 

taken mt ^masxotti., in a sttibe of progress e? 

change, and, as it were, at the sali^it point. 

Besides the exoellence of eadi individaal ^e, 

the, reflection of the eKpressioa from face to face, 

the eontsast and stcnggle of particniar motives 

and fedingsiu the different actors in the scene, 

a« of -anger, c&jxt^mpt, laughter, compassion. 
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are -conveyed in the happiest and most lively 
manner. His figures are not like the back- 
ground on which they are painted: even the 
pictures on the wall have a pecoKar look of 
their own. — Again, with the rapidity, variety, 
and scope of history, Hogarth's heads have all 
the reality and correctness of portraits. He 
gives the extremes of charaotor and expression/ 
but he gives them with perfect truth and accuracy. 
This is in fact what distinguishes his compo- 
sitions from all others of the i»ame kind, that 
they are equally remote from caricature and from 
mere still-life. It of course happens in subjects 
from common life, that the painter can procure real 
models, and he can get them to sit as long' as he 
pleases. Hence, in general, those attitudes and 
expressions have been chosen which could be 
assumed the longest ; and in imitating which, the 
artist, by taking pains and time, might produee 
almost as complete a facsimile as he could of a 
flower or a flower-pot, of a damask curtain, or a 
diinavase. The copy was as perfect and as 
uninteresting in the one case as in the other. 
On the contrary, subjects of drollery and ridi- 
cule afibrding frequent examples of strange de- 
formity and peculiarity of features, these have 
been eagerly seized by another ckss of artists. 
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who, without subjecting themselves to the la- 
borious drudgery of the Dutch school and their 
imitators, have produced our popular carica- 
tures, by rudely copying or exaggerating the 
casual irregularities of the human countenance* 
Hogarth has equally avoided the faults of both 
these styles — the insipid tameness of the one, 
and the g^oss vulgarity of the other — so as to 
give to the productions of his pencil equal so- 
lidity and effect : for his feces go to the very 
verge of caricature, and yet never (we be- 
lieve in any single instance) go beyond it ; they 
take the very widest, latitude, and yet we always 
see the links which bind them to nature : they 
bear all the marks, and carry all the conviction 
of reality with them, as if we had seen the actual 
feces for the first time, from the precision, con- 
sistency, and good sense, with which the whole 
and every part is made out. They exhibit the 
most. uncommon features with the most uncom- 
mon expressions, but which are yet as familiar 
and intelligible as possible; because, with all the 
boldness, they have all the truth of nature. Ho- 
garth has left behind him as many of these 
memorable feces, in their memorable moments, 
as, perhaps, most of us remember in the course 
of our lives ; and has thus doubled the quantity 
of our observation. 
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We have, in tbe present {Miper» att^npted i» 
pciifit out the fund of observatiott, pj^pkalmid 
manlt c^ntaiaed k one 0et of Uiete pioiliifes, t)M 
Mmrrmge •■ / qwcte> The rest would fiyniiah as 
many toyscn to deaeant ,upon» were tbe patieaee 
of the reader as inexbauAtible as the paiater's 
iaventioa. But as this is aoI the case, me dttU 
content ourselnres with barely sefeoiag to sene 
(tf those figtties in the oilier pbtuies, whidi ap- 
pear the most strihiDgp ; and if hidiL we see, not 
only while we are tooUnf at them, hut whidh we 
have before us at all other times.'--^ Fwr iiwta«oe : 
who, having seen, can easily isr^et l^t exifai- 
site frost-piece of religion and mosalky, the anti- 
quated prude, in the picture of Morning ? or that 
striking commentiuy on the good oid tm^, the 
little wretched appendage of a Ibot-boy, who 
crawls, half fanished and half frozen,behiBd ht^* ? 
The French man and wcunan, in the iVooit, .are 
the perfection of flighty affectation and studied 
grimace ; the amiable /ra^erfiuaitaa of the two 
old women saluting each other, is not eaeugh 
to be admired ; and in the little master^ in the 
same national group, we see the early promise 
and personification of that eternal pnnci|ile of 
wondrous self-complaoeaey, pcoof against all 
circumstances, which makes the French the 
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only' people who are vain, even of being cuck- 
olded and being conquered ! Or shall we prefer 
to this, the outrageous distress and unmitigated 
terrors of the boy ivho has dropped his dish Of 
meaty and who seems red all over with shame 
and vexation, and bursting with the noise he 
makes ? Or what can be better than the good 
housewifery of the girl underneath, who is do- 
vouring the lucky fragments ? Or than the plump^ 
ripe, florid, luscious look of the servant- wench, 
embraced by a greasy rascal of an Othello, with 
her pye-dish tottering like her virtue, and with 
the most precious part of its contents running 
over? Just — no, not quite — as good, is the 
joke of the woman over head, who, having quar- 
relied with her husband, is throwing their Sun- 
day's dinner out of the window, to complete this 
chapter of accidents of baked dishes. The hus- 
band, in the Evening scene, is certainly as meek 
as any recorded in history ; but we cannot say 
that we admire this picture, or the Night scene 
after it. But then in the Taste in High Li/e^ 
there is that inimitable pair, differing only in sex, 
congratulating and delighting one another by 
''all the mutually reflected charities'' of folly 
and affectation ; with the young lady, coloured 
like a rose, dandling her little, black, pug-faced, 

o 
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wfaite-tcethed) csbaoklmgfwfrourile; and wteh Um 
portrmil of Mons. Det Noyers, m tkc back<- 
ground, dancing in a grand ballet^ aiirrauided 
by butlCTflias. And agaia» in The Eiettien 
Dinner, is the immortal ciMer, svrrrovnded by 
iiis peers, ^o, ''frequent and foil," — 



€f 



In loud recess and brawling conolaFe sit :" — 



ihe Jew, in the second pictnre, a very Jew in 
grain--*-inBumeTabk fine sk^xshes of heads in the 
PoUvngfor Vote*, of which the noMeman, over- 
looking the caricaturist, is the best ;-*-< and l^n 
the irresistible, tumultuous display oi broad Iro- 
mour in the Chairing the Member^ which is, 
perhaps, of all Hogarth's pictures, the most full 
of laughable incidents and situations. The yel- 
low, rusty-faced thresher,with his swinging flail, 
breaking the head of one of the diairmen ; and 
his redoubted antagonist, the sailor,with his oak 
stick, and stumping wooden leg, a supple- 
mental cudgel — the persevering ecstasy of the 
hobbling blind fiddler, who, in the fray, appears 
to have been trod upon by the artifieial ex- 
crescence of the honest tar-^Monsteur, the 
Monkey, with piteous aspect, speculating the 
impending disastei^ of the triumphant candidate ; 
and his brother Bruin, expropriating ^e paunch 
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— the precipitous flight of the pigs^ souse over 
head into the water — the fine lady fainting, with 
vermilion lips — and the two chimney sweepers, 
satirieal young rogues ! We had almost foigot 
the politician, who is burning a hole through his 
hat with a candle, in reading a newspaper ; and 
the chickens, in The March to Finchleyy wan- 
dering in search of their lost dam, who is * 
found in the pocket of the serjeant. Of the 
pictures in The Rakers Progress we shall 
not here say any thing, because we think 
them, OH the whole^ inferior to the prints; and 
because they have already been criticised by a 
writer, to whom we could add nothing, in a 
paper which ought to be read by every lover of 
Hogarth and of English genius.* 

* See an Esaaj on the Genius of Hogartb, by C. Lamb. 
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